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Gray dawn burst into hues of red and pink as the sun peeked over the horizon, just beginning to cast shadows through the smattering of clouds above. It was early. Maybe too early for Ezra and Sabine to be on patrol, but they’d relieved Zeb and Rex, who had gotten the last of the night watch.


Ezra yawned, leaning against the base of a pale rocky outcropping, one of the walls serving to hide the speeder bikes they’d acquired.


“Wish we could’ve at least eaten breakfast first,” he complained.


Sabine just shook her head, purple hair swishing, and rolled her eyes at him. She put her helmet on, turning from him. As she mounted her bike, she said, “Come on, let’s head out.”


Ezra got on his bike, felt it rumble beneath him as he started it up. He spared a glance back at the camp where hardly anyone was moving about (not even Chopper), but then steeled himself. This was his family, and it was part of his job to keep them safe. He could stay awake for that.


Ezra headed after Sabine and started their route.


They tended to keep their patrols and routes random, switching it up so the Empire couldn’t get a good read on their camp’s position if they were spotted. It was a good strategy for seeing if the Empire was changing up any of their plans too.


“Hey, how come you don’t just fly for this?” Ezra asked into his comlink, the wind whipping at his face.


“Do you see anything that could give me cover?”


“Uh… no.”


“Then there’s your answer.”


Their route took them through grasslands on the southwest, and then they cut north and east.


Watery shades of blue leaked into the sky, bringing out the white of the few puffy clouds that graced it. Tall blades of pale yellow grass whipped at Ezra, feeling like mere flicks over the durable leather of his pants and jacket. Sabine had been trailing behind for a few klicks, probably just to cover him, but with the brightening daylight, Ezra was more awake. He wanted to have some fun.


In a flash, he twisted his speeder bike around, and put it on an intercept course with Sabine’s. She skirted around him, shouting, “Ezra, are you crazy!”


“Maybe a little.”


“This isn’t a joke.”


“I know,” he responded, coming up by her side, and then swerving around her.


He could sense where she was going to be, anticipate how she would move. And he trusted her abilities enough to know they wouldn’t crash.


They nearly did, but Sabine just laughed, and sped ahead of him.


Ezra went after her.


They were approaching foothills, their unforgiving tan and cream slopes coming up fast.


“Hey, how about we stop and take a break?”


“I thought you wanted breakfast.”


“Well now I want a break.”


“All right. Does Kanan know you’re this high maintenance?”


“Hey, I am not—”


“Yes, you are.”


“Sabine!”


Yet, they did stop for that break, Ezra drinking some water from his canteen. The two of them sat on a boulder where they had a good view of anyone coming up ahead or behind.


He passed the canteen to her and she had a sip.


“You know, sometimes I think all this is pointless,” Sabine admitted, voice small.


“What is? The Rebellion?”


“The Empire has armies. We don’t.”


Ezra frowned at her, and sidled closer till their thighs were touching, his lightsaber bumping up against her holster. He couldn’t help but notice the muscle definition of her thighs beneath the tight leather of her pants. Suddenly, he felt like he needed more water, his throat dry.


Focus. Focus!


“Yeah, but… you’re a Mandalorian. Aren’t you basically an army all on your own?”


Sabine gave a laugh, and looked him in the eye. Something glinted there, something he couldn’t quite read.


“That’s sweet of you to say, Ezra, but it won’t win battles.”


“I think you’re focusing too much on the big picture,” Ezra told her, reaching his hand out for his canteen again.


She passed it to him, their fingers touching, holding, nearly caressing. The comfortable warmth he felt while around her, one that had cultivated over the past couple of years settled deep in him, growing in its solidity.


He had a sip, as she asked, “Isn’t that the whole point?”


“Yeah, sure. But it’s about the moment too. It’s about the current step, and maybe the one after that. Look, think about it like training. When you learned to shoot a blaster, if you just focused on being able to do it right away, you wouldn’t have gotten it, right?”


“Ezra, I could shoot a blaster right away,” she said, bumping her shoulder against his.


“Okay, okay. Just… think of a weapon you had some difficulty with.”


She nodded. “All right.”


“Well, you had to start small, and work on that one bit of training before moving onto the next. That’s how you were able to learn, to succeed. So… the Rebellion’s kind of like that. We have the big goal in mind, but you can’t do it all at once.”


Sabine cocked her head at him, giving Ezra a smile he wasn’t sure he’d seen from her before.


“What?” he asked.


“You’ve grown up so much. I remember when we met. You were…”


Ezra laughed, a bit warm from embarrassment just thinking about it. “Immature, desperate?”


“I was going to say pathetic.”


“Oh great, thanks.”


“But what I mean is, Kanan’s taught you a lot. And it’s not just because of him. It’s been your ability and willingness to learn. You’ve gotten better around me too.”


“What’s that supposed to mean?”


She arched a brow, some of it disappearing behind the bright colors of her cropped hair. “Come on. Seriously? You’re not hitting on me any chance you get anymore.”


Ezra winced, screwing the cap back on his canteen and setting it aside.


“Yeah, about that—”


“Yeah, me too.”


Ezra just stared.


“What?”


“You were going to say you feel comfortable around me now, right?”


“Oh! Yeah, well…”


She bumped against him again, and then leaned her head on his shoulder. “I feel the same way.”


Ezra put an arm around her, not even thinking about it, but being very conscious of everywhere her body molded against his.


“Are there other things you feel?”


She tilted her head, her usually guarded brown eyes open and honest, as she looked up at him. “I think you already know the answer to that.”


Ezra wasn’t sure who kissed who first, but in seconds their lips were locked together. He thought perhaps he’d feel like he was about to jump out of his skin, but instead, he just felt… right. Comfortable. It was different than all the times he thought about it, more slow, sweet, but it was… it was amazing. Her lips were soft and warm and inviting, and soon Ezra couldn’t get enough of them. He used his own lips to learn the shape of hers, and slowly, licked his tongue at the seam of them. Her lips parted for him, but she pulled back, breath shaky.


Ezra groaned, chasing after her for a second, his head and body leaning into her.


“We don’t have time to do this slowly,” Sabine murmured, voice husky. Something in Ezra tightened at her words, the sound of her voice. It was as if he couldn’t be contained in his own body.


Sabine grabbed his shoulders, and slammed him back against the boulder. His legs slipped, but he managed to scrabble farther up the rock so he wouldn’t fall, his knees bent.


“Whoa!”


Sabine straddled him, and started disarming herself.


“Wait, now?” he asked, voice full of shock, despite how low and gravelly it had gone.


“Yes, right now. We’re a bit ahead of schedule anyway.”


“Not that ahead of schedule.”


Sabine gave him a challenging grin. “What, you think you’re going to last long?”


Ezra propped himself up with one arm, even as Sabine grabbed his lightsaber.


“Yeah, maybe.”


“I’d like to see you try.”


She delicately placed his weapon aside, and then ran her hands over his abdomen. Ezra couldn’t help but clench beneath that proprietary touch, push his hips up into her.


A low laugh that somehow pulsed through his gut left her, and he canted his hips upwards again.


“Somebody’s already excited.”


Ah, so that was why his pants were feeling much too tight.


Ezra looked down, and she was indeed right.


“What about you?”


“Sorry, lover boy, but you’ve gotta work a little harder for that.”


Ezra growled, grabbed her arms, and rolled them over. Sabine, smart as ever with moving her body, lifted her head enough so it didn’t smack against the boulder. Now she was beneath him, and a push of his hips had her legs widening.


Even through their clothes she was so warm.


“Ever done this before?” he asked.


“A couple times. Guessing you haven’t?”


“Nope.”


Too aroused to feel ashamed by that, that this woman beneath him had more experience, Ezra pawed at the armor on her chest, lips going to hers. She grabbed his hand, bending it back slightly. Not enough to hurt him, but enough to get the message across: Don’t.


“No time.”


“How am I supposed to work for this without touching you?”


“Just kiss me.”


Ezra shrugged. “Fine by me.”


He lowered himself over her, lips finding hers once more, tongue tracing the shape of her invitingly warm mouth. Karabast, the dreams he’d had about this mouth. That was enough to get him to harden more, his cock heavy between his legs, and far too restrained in these stupid pants!


All of this was a bit overwhelming. How was he supposed to kiss Sabine, and get her ready, and undress, and undress her all at once? How did people do this? Maybe he could ask Kanan later. No, no. That would be incredibly weird.


Did Ezra even want to undress in the biting wind that swooped through the foothills?


Maybe if they were in a more secure area…


A realization hit him and his cheeks flushed.


Sabine growled at him when he pulled back, hand going to the back of his head.


“Wait, wait!” he cried, words turning garbled as she kissed him.


There was a frustration, an anger, in the depths of the earthy tones of her eyes as she caught up to what he was saying and pulled back.


“What?” she snapped.


“Aren’t we too exposed up here? Anyone could see us.”


“Ezra, there’s no one around.”


“Yeah, but.”


Sabine tilted her head, glancing around. “Okay, maybe you’re right.”


Ezra climbed off of her and offered her his hand. She took it, and then leaned down to gather their weapons.


Curious, excited, and seeing too good of an opportunity to let it pass, Ezra slapped his hand across her tight ass.


She started, and righted herself, shoving against him.


“Ezra Bridger, do not make me accidentally fire this blaster.”


She waved said blaster in his face, barrel still carefully pointed away from him.


He rubbed the back of his head, giving a nervous chuckle. She just grabbed his hand and put his lightsaber in it.


Clambering off the boulder and trailing down the hill, they managed to find a secluded area.


Sabine tried to grab Ezra, press herself up against him, but he dodged around her, hooked a foot in front of her ankle, and grabbed her arm. As planned, she began to fall and he took her in his arms, her backside now pressed up against him. Ezra was grinding his throbbing cock against her before he even got them on the ground.


Sabine elbowed him in the gut, loosening his grip, and pulled forward, throwing him off balance—


Ezra caught her elbow as it went towards him.


“Nice try,” he murmured in her ear.


A high-pitched sound of frustration left her. Ezra listened to it, knowing what she wanted. He got her on all fours, and Sabine became pliant against him as he ran a hand from her throat to her pelvis.


“So you like fighting then?”


“I like being on top,” she growled.


“Well, I think I will too. Besides,” he began as he fumbled with the fastenings on her pants, “I think you’re already enjoying this.”


“I am—”


Sabine cut off as he began to slide her pants down.


Soon her body was pressing back against him desperately, making him groan as he struggled with their clothing.


Sabine leaned back, grabbed him, and reached for his mouth; hers was already open, her tongue out and tasting, her teeth biting.


“Hey, don’t make me bleed,” Ezra complained between returning her kisses, knowing there’d be questions if he arrived back at camp with a swollen and bloodied lip.


Finally, bare skin touched bare skin, and they moaned together, rubbing and grinding.


Karabast, she was wet, and hot.


His mouth went after hers, desperate for her touch, her heat, any connection he could find. They didn’t have long, and maybe even with this Rebellion they didn’t have long. This moment—this was what they had right now and Ezra was going to take it.


Sabine clearly had the same thoughts, trying to reach back to grab him. Ezra shoved her arm aside, planted it back against the ground, and lined himself up with her.


He bit her bottom lip hard when he felt his soft, plump head slide through her slick folds. Sabine’s nose bumped against his as she leaned closer, probably to minimize the damage he was doing to her lip. Oops.


He tried to remember to loosen, to not feel this need roaring through his blood, to not claim her as hard and fast as he could.


He could go fast, but not hard. If he did so, surely someone would see the signs left on their bodies. They didn’t need that.


Ezra whimpered as he pressed into her, searching, searching…


“A little higher.”


He felt something, maybe an opening. Tried to push…


“Here?”


“No! No, lower. Wrong one. For now.”


“Oh.”


He moved lower, and when he pushed, she opened for him.


“Haar’chak! That’s it.”


She gasped, and cursed as Ezra began to thrust, pushing deeper each time. He was doing the same.


Soon, he was in her all the way, Sabine squeezing herself around him. Ezra’s legs went weak from that, and he fell, having to catch himself with his arms on either side of her.


Mouth now working at her ear, all of him fit ready to burst, his blood pounding and roaring through him, he began to really work at her. He wasn’t sure if he was big, if he went deep, but she was gasping and panting, and let out sharp grunts form certain thrusts.


Ezra needed her, needed more. Being encased in all that tight, wet, heat—he couldn’t have imagined it even if he’d tried. He had thought he’d know what to expect, but this was nothing like it. Every hard part of him lined up with every soft part of her, and he took, and they came together, and he didn’t know where he ended and she began.


Ezra was sweating beneath his clothes, some sweat even running down the side of his bare thigh. Sabine’s neck was sticky against his hungrily searching mouth.


A whimper left her, and she tilted her head, and reached for him. She kissed him, too hard, too fast. Their teeth knocked together, but he didn’t even care about that slight pressure and zing of pain. That just had molten heat filling his cock even more. Oh karabast, he was so heavy, so hard. He ached, and ached, and ached. Only she could soothe him. Only Sabine with her tight, taut body, her lean muscles, her soft skin, her even softer insides. Only Sabine with that needy mouth.


Her tongue pressed at his lips, then roamed over his teeth, and pressed in, pressed back till it felt like she was reaching for his throat. Ezra sucked, and his tongue joined hers. She clenched around him, tighter and tighter till he had to push harder and harder just to stay in her. Maybe that was the point.


A guttural moan left her, crawling up from her chest, and Ezra pushed her tongue out, putting his own in her mouth, needing to be in her, needing the comfort of it, the—


His body tingled, everything in him tightening, growing hotter, and hotter.


He couldn’t contain himself any longer.


There was a burst that shot up from his toes, up his tingling, shuddering thighs that pressed against hers, something pressed up and out from just beneath his balls, and straight through his cock. Pleasure burst, and Ezra found his release, pulling back and crying out into the open air.


It was an effort just to hold himself over her as he pressed and pressed and pressed, Sabine’s moan turning into a pained, but joyful, cry. She wriggled her hips, riding, riding, whimpering and gasping.


Words in Mando’a fell from her lips, things he didn’t quite understand. But he was able to grasp that she was begging.


But he didn’t have any more to give.


Yet he had to—


Sabine let out a sharp cry, and her walls began to rhythmically clench around him, her hips arching back, ass going into the air. It was as if her core was convulsing, and Ezra was caught right in the middle of it.


Over-sensitivity swept in as he finished emptying into her, and he cried out, but he held himself in. She needed this. They needed this.


Sabine’s fingers dug furrows into the dirt, some of it surely getting caught under her nails.


Her body relaxed, and he slipped his slowly-softening cock out of her. She rolled, pulled him down, and then rolled again. Now she was on top, kissing him and kissing him till his lips were swollen and he felt completely senseless.


Ezra was weak and limp beneath her, still coming to grips with what had just happened.


Finally, she rolled off of him, and fixed her pants. She teasingly gripped his cock, making him yelp, and then said, “Better get up. We have to head back. Besides, you want breakfast.”


Ezra’s stomach grumbled in response, his hunger all but forgotten in the maelstrom that was Sabine Wren.


Mind still blown, Ezra did as she ordered, knowing he’d do anything she told him to at this moment, even get on his knees, or put his head between her legs, or let her pump him into hardness again no matter how much it hurt.


Pulling his pants up, and refastening them, he checked himself over to see how dirty he was. Not too bad, thankfully. Sabine didn’t look so bad either. But he couldn’t stop staring at her ass, in between her legs, thinking about his seed he’d put in her.


Then it struck him, and his eyes widened—


Sabine waved a hand. “I’ll take an emergency contraceptive when we get back. Now come on.” She tossed him his lightsaber, and he caught it without much of a thought.


“Wow. I need to ask Hera to put us on patrols together more often.”


Sabine grinned at him as she buckled on her blasters.


“Nah, I’d like to see you wait for this.” She passed him by, spanking him as she went.


Ezra jumped, grabbing at his ass.


“Ow, hey!”


“Baby,” she teased. “I’m the one hurting after that.”


Ezra widened his eyes, a low, sick feeling curling in his stomach.


“Did I…? Oh, karabast! I’m—”


Sabine mounted her speeder bike, and even with his worry Ezra couldn’t help thinking about how he wanted her mounting him instead. “Ezra, it’s fine. We had to be quick about it.”


He went and kissed her cheek, buckling on his lightsaber as he did so.


Getting on his own speeder bike and revving it up he asked her, “Do you think there’ll ever be a time where we can be slow with all this?”


She had just put her helmet back on, but he could sense the small, warm smile she gave him, would know that smile was there even if they were on different planets.


“I hope so.”


Ezra returned the smile, warmth settling in his chest, along with an urge, a need. Not for her, but to fight, to finish this, to have something that wasn’t just running and staying one step ahead of the Empire. To breathe.


To live.


“Yeah, me too.”
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Chapter 1
It was hours into their mission and the music from the cantina speakers was almost deafening, even outside where she was stationed, when Sabine got a chirp on her comlink.


She raised the device to her face and pressed the button idly, attempting to appear casual. The pounding bass vibrations rumbled through the stone walls and the earthen ground beneath her, the night air crisp and faintly chilly.


"Spectre 5 here," she answered.


"Sabine?" Ezra's voice crackled around the static on the line. "I'm in a bit of a... situation."


Sabine raised an eyebrow. Aside from a few Stormtroopers, they were pretty sure they had accounted for all the complications of tonight's info pass. "What kind of situation?" she asked.


"Well... there's this older woman..." he began. "She's very drunk." He sounded embarrassed as he explained. "And she's, uh... she's coming on to me? I don't... I don't think she realizes how old I am. Or..." he amended with clear chagrin, "...maybe she doesn't care."


Sabine almost laughed. Of all things, drunk women flirting with Ezra. Stars, that would be just their luck.


"Just shoot her down and tell her you're taken," she said, holding back a chuckle.


"Yeah, tried that. She's not having it. Practically chased me into the 'fresher." A jostle on the line as it sounded like Ezra moved position. "She's like... hovering by the door waiting for me," he told her.


Now Sabine frowned a little. Okay, she could see how Ezra felt uncomfortable enough to call her for a bailout. "You need a rescue?" she offered.


The relief in his voice was apparent. "That'd be appreciated."


"All right, hold on, I'll be right there," she promised, moving from her spot.


Checking both sides of the street, Sabine slipped out of the shadows and made her way to the side alley where the cantina's backdoor was. It was guarded by a single bouncer, who grunted as Sabine flashed him her false credentials and shuffled aside to let her pass.


The thrumming bass became an almost deafening pound, brazzy synths lilting behind the deep pulsing drums. Sabine's eyes were immediately beset with neon colors, glowing on the walls and ceiling, lining barstools and tucked into lamps.


Immediately dodging back from a wildly flailing Twi'lek who nearly knocked an arm into her face, Sabine brought the comm up to her mouth again, cupping a hand over her ear to try and filter out the background noise.


"All right, I'm inside. Where are you?" she asked.


"Still hiding in the 'fresher," he said. "I actually don't see her anymore."


"I'm right by the back door, can you make it to me?"


She heard him blow out a breath. "Not easily. Those Stormies moved up pretty close to the bar and they're going around and checking everyone's IDs."


Sabine leaned forward, peering into the other room through the doorway on the far side and confirming from the glimpse of white plastoid armor that the Stormtroopers were actively milling about and haranguing people.


"What, don't tell me you can't sneak past a couple bucketheads," she teased, slowly beginning to make her way through the undulating bodies.


"They aren't who I'm worried about," he defended. "I—"


He cut off abruptly, and Sabine felt a trickle of worry.


"Ezra?"


He cursed over the line.


"Sithspit, hurry Sabine! She found me again!"


Sabine hastily disconnected and focused on sliding and scraping her way past the crowd.


-SWR-


Ezra's mouth was dry, his pulse nervous as he backed up against the wall of the private booth, berating himself for getting trapped in a corner. The Iridonian woman was swaying a bit on her feet, her eyes glassy but alight, as she boxed him in, both hands splaying out against the oaken paneling that lined the booth.


"Gods you're pretty," she slurred. "I could just get lost in those blue eyes of yours."


Ezra swallowed down a lump in his throat, tensed in every limb. "Ma'am..." he strained, eyes darting over her shoulder for a glimpse of Sabine, or some other hint of escape from this very awkward conversation. "Do you how old I am?" he asked in a squeak, hoping to spark some kind of sense into her.


Her brows crunched slightly as she seemed to try to comprehend his question. She spent several moments dazed, swaying slightly on her feet, before shaking herself, her mouth curling with a smile.


"Old enough for me," she decided, heavily-lined eyes falling closed and leaning in with eager lips.


Ezra tightened further, raising his hands up to either shield himself or push her away but before she could connect—


"There you are!"


The Iridonian fumbled a little as she closed in, tripping over her feet and pulling back, and Ezra's relief was phenomenal as he saw Sabine shoving past other patrons to reach him, one hand reaching under the older woman's and snagging him by the shirt.


Sabine pulled him deftly out of his trapped position and immediately touched hands to his cheeks and shoulders, perfectly acting the role of concerned girlfriend.


"I didn't know where you'd gone, I was so worried!" she said, putting on a slightly exaggerated air of fussiness as she smoothed out his collar and brushed his hair with her fingertips.


Ezra almost sagged in relief, a grin stealing across his face that was only half-pretend. "Hey babe," he said, tone warm and affected. "Sorry, I got a little lost in the crowd on you."


The Iridonian woman witnessed their affection with a small pout, lip warbling a little as her dazzled eyes tried to focus on her newfound rival for Ezra's affections.


"Uh, Erishka, this is my girlfriend Sabine," Ezra put in, noticing the woman's crestfallen demeanor. "The one I told you about."


"Nice to meet you..." she murmured in a stupor.


Sabine didn't give the woman much time to process her arrival, tugging on Ezra's arm and already steering him towards the closet door.


"Come on," she said, putting on a bit of a whine. "You haven't danced with me all night!" she complained.


To her satisfaction, the woman seemed to buy their act, watching them weave into the crowd with forlorn disappointment.


Sabine waited until they were closer to the door before letting go of Ezra's elbow, and the two of them dodged past the watchful eyes of the Stormtroopers to stumble out into the open air, quiet relief pinging through them both.


"Thanks Sabine," he told her, genuine gratitude shining in his eyes. "Dunno how I was gonna get myself out of that one."


Sabine rolled her eyes with long-suffering fondness. "Only you could get hit on by random disaffected middle-aged women at the bar while on-mission," she said, shaking her head. "You made contact, right?" she pressed, more urgently.


"Almost ten minutes in," he confirmed. He held up a data chip, a proud gleam in his eye. "Informant says this should have everything we're looking for."


Sabine smiled privately as she reached for Ezra's arm again. "Nice work, babe," she teased. She glanced back over their shoulders. "Think Miss Clingy will make any trouble for us?"


Ezra shook his head. "I think she'll be really embarrassed in the morning but that's about it," he said.


"Right," Sabine acknowledged, leading him away from the cantina up towards the street. "So how did she even decide you were just such a catch?"


Ezra shook his head with a grimace. "I don't even know, Sabine, I was just trying to play things cool and make some casual conversation with her and the bartender while I waited for an opening to sneak past the Stormtoopers and then all of a sudden she's four drinks in and five minutes into a long rant about her ex-husband and reaching to try and touch my hair." He shuddered with slight revulsion.


"And you didn't think to just Jedi Mind Trick her because...?" Sabine asked.


Ezra's eyes widened slightly as if belatedly realizing that had been an option and he cursed.


Sabine laughed. "No, I get it. Awkward situation, drunk woman up in your space, you were probably so flustered it just didn't cross your mind."


He gave a wry smile. "I'll have to try that next time," he said.


"Yeah, there's not going to be a next time, I'm gonna tell Hera you attract too much attention when we send you into dive bars by yourself."


His smile soured. "Hey!' he protested indignantly.


He followed her down the street and the noise of the bar faded away


Chapter 2
Chapter Notes
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"Remember, keep your head down," Sabine cautioned, as she and Ezra stepped out of the Phantom II. "We might be on the opposite side of Mandalore from Sundari but there's still heavy Imperial presence here."


Ezra glanced around the crowded street as they stepped through the hanger doors. "Given what you've told me about Mandalorians that doesn't surprise me," he commented. "Must take a whole army of Stormtroopers to keep them in line."


"Just about," Sabine chuckled, appreciative of Ezra's respect for her people's stubborn and defiant nature. "That's probably why they had to recruit major clans to serve them. Had to establish some form of legitimacy."


Ezra nodded, falling quiet behind her. As they walked, the noise of the crowd grew louder, filling the space where their normal easy conversation would be. There seemed to be high-wound tension in the air, something vibrating and palpable. Ezra kept a wary eye scanning the street, noticing now that the mass of bodies they'd joined outside the hanger seemed to be flowing in a very deliberate, purposeful direction, stuttering and stopping occasionally but gradually moving down the long, glass and durasteel-lined boulevard.


The noise resolved into shouting, furious voices blaring out from one direction and another. Far up ahead of them they seemed to be coalesced into a fervent chant, harsh Mando'a ringing out.


"What are they saying?" he whispered aside to Sabine.


She frowned behind her helmet, mentally translating in her head before relaying it to Ezra. "It sounds like they're mad about the Imps arresting someone. Baron Kray."


"You know him?"


A headshake. "Not personally. But he's known for a few assassination attempts and clan attacks on other houses."


Ezra squinted at her. "And they want him back?" he asked, with a bit of incredulity.


Sabine shrugged. "He is still Mandalorian. The only thing Mandalorians hate more than other Mandalorians is outsiders trying to push us around." She paused a moment to recheck the mission notes in her gauntlet's holoprojector. "The city's been a hotbed of rioting and protests for a few weeks now, according to Hera, so this is probably just the latest item in a whole series of grievances."


"Well that's good, isn't it? That they're mad at the Empire?" Ezra asked hopefully.


Sabine, oddly, frowned. "Civil unrest has its uses in rebellion," she said, "but the mob mentality can be dangerous. It's chaotic, often undirected—or misdirected—and frequently unfocused."


"Lemme guess," said Ezra, beginning to grin, "we're here to provide that focus."


She smiled as she held up her handheld sprayer. "Yup," she confirmed brightly. "A little starbird here, a shouted anti-Imperial slogan there, enough to keep the protestors fighting with Stormtroopers rather than with each other."


"So what do you want me to do?" he asked eagerly.


"A mob is only as intelligent as its dumbest member, and you have telepathic mind-influencing powers," she said. "I'm sure you can figure it out."


He nodded. "Right," he confirmed, and the two of the slipped into the crowd.
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For several blocks they watched and observed and moved with the flow of the throng. Sabine picked a couple visible places to tag her starbird, scrawling hasty Aurebesh and Mando'a underneath, street signs and alley walls mostly. ("The paint's washable but I still don't want to cause shopowners any hassle," she explained to Ezra.) Ezra, for his part, faded in and out between gaps in the crowd, Force senses extended and... slightly overwhelmed.


The mood of the crowd was, as Sabine had described it, very chaotic, the expected traces of anger and discontent ever-present but with a shocking undercurrent of something darker. Something primal and violent, hovering under the surface like a dark shadow under the waters. More than once, he instinctively reached out to calm the beings around him, feeling uneasy and nervous by the energy in the air.


Wherever his mental hand touched, the mood of the crowd cooled, their shouting pausing and quieting down for a moment.


It became harder to ignore the discordant noise as they rounded a corner and started moving into, what felt like, a much more unstable part of the crowd.


The sound of glass breaking rang out all around them, Mandalorians clubbing curb cameras and storefronts with rods, rocks, sometimes outright shooting them out with blasters. Multiple fires were going, flickering on parked speeders and waste canisters. The shouts were louder too, bellowed out by hoarse voices harsh with anger.


Ezra glanced around in slight horror. "What are they doing?" he whispered aside to Sabine. "These are retail stores and apartments, not Imperial watchposts."


Sabine turned towards him sadly. "I told you," she said. "Mob violence can be indiscriminate. There are always opportunists and bad actors that come to take advantage of the chaos."


"This isn't right," Ezra muttered, striding away from her suddenly.


"Ezra!" she hissed, grabbing ineffectively for him.


He was walking up to a pair of very tall, very thick-shouldered Mandos in light armor who were wrestling with an older woman in the doorway of what was, presumably, her shop. The silver-haired elder was pushing at them desperately, trying to block their way in. Her sign was already pulled down and askew and they were bowling her over through sheer force of strength, sending her sprawling.


Ezra strode up without fear or hesitation and called out nonchalantly.


"Hey."


They both turned at the sound of his friendly tone, and that was when his eyes hardened sharply with focus.


"This isn't your target," he intoned firmly.


Both of them were helmeted, but their eyes seemed to glaze over as the Mind Trick washed through them.


"This... isn't our target," one of them mumbled.


"You should direct your anger at the Empire," Ezra continued, impressing the idea strongly through the Force.


They nodded dully. "We should direct our anger at the Empire," they both agreed in a monotone.


Ezra smiled faintly. "We're going to go pull down that propaganda poster," he finished.


Slightly more animated, body posture indicating excitement, they moved to do just that. "We're going to go pull down that propaganda poster," they repeated, walking past Ezra on either side. One of them jetpacked up to the top of the display and bashed it repeatedly with his fists until the electronics fizzled out, and a cheer rang up from the crowd.


His arm was yanked harshly to side and a furious Sabine pulled him away.


"What are you doing?!" she hissed. "You can't just openly bust out a Jedi Mind Trick on Mandalore! You're gonna get us caught!"


Ezra just silently pointed towards the elderly shopkeeper, slowly grabbing the frames of her front door in order to stand up, looking bewildered but grateful that the throng was now passing her little place by.


Sabine gave an aggravated growling sigh. "All right, fine. But be more careful next time," she warned him.


She kept him by her side, one hand firmly around his wrist, keeping track of him even as the crowd pressed in on them tighter, forcing them towards a choke point down the street. Sabine looked nervously left and right, feeling boxed in, the press of bodies too close and claustrophobic.


They were almost forced along, the shouts and slogans fever pitch now. Sabine bit her tongue with creeping anxiety, glancing back and seeing that Ezra's face was pinched tight, as if in pain.


"Ez?" she called quietly.


He ground his free hand into his face. "Too much noise," he complained. "Everyone's minds are all just..."


"I know," she assured him, looking around for avenues of escape.


Sharp blasterfire suddenly punctuated the din, eliciting startled screams and clearing a space almost directly in front of them. The low hum of a hoverlift platform rose to their ears, and Sabine's heart gripped her throat as she noticed Imperial Supercommandos piloting it, flanking a man with red-lined white armor, who looked over the crowd with disdain.


She tightened, digging her fingers into Ezra's wrist protectively. Gar Saxon.


The hoverlift had blocked the avenue, the blasters of the Supercommandos pointed threateningly towards the crowd, who shouted back spitting curses at them.


Saxon merely grabbed an amplifier and spoke into it to the crowd.


"This is an unlawful demonstration," he said. "Disperse now, or you will be fired upon."


"Down with the Empire!" one of the protesters screeched, a call that was quickly taken up by the crowd.


The anger of the mob didn't seem to phase Saxon, who reached into his belt for his blaster and lifted it, firing a couple warning shots into the air.


The crowd screeched and then silenced a moment.


Sabine waited with baited breath.


"We have reason to believe the noted Mandalore traitor, Sabine Wren, and her Jedi accomplice Ezra Bridger are among you," Saxon stated with callous disregard. "We know they have landed with the intent of stirring up discontent against our glorious Empire."


Sabine's heart froze with a sharp feeling of ice.


"Anyone who has information about these traitors and enemies to Mandalore will be granted clemency," he promised. "Anyone who conceals their location or aides and abets them, will be swiftly and summarily executed without trial."


Sabine hissed softly through her teeth, feeling immediately conspicuous in her colorful armor. She looked left. Ezra was paling slightly, glancing nervously at her, waiting for her direction.


She could also feel the eyes of the crowd, scanning for her, the heavy rolling hostility of the rioters shifting direction to focus on her.


She met eyes with an unarmored Mando and felt her stomach drop with dread.


The man raised a hand to point. "That's her!" he screeched. "There! There she is!"


The call was echoed by others around the plaza, and Sabine felt her heart rise straight into her throat as the hostile attention of the mob slowly turned inward, towards them.


"Sabine?" Ezra called anxiously, beginning to shift on his feet.


"Run," she ordered. She let go of his wrist and shouted it. "Run!" she cried.


He didn't need to be told twice. They both took off, helter-skelter, pushing through bodies in the crowd until they reached somewhere relatively clear. The angry shouts and yells followed them, blasters ringing behind their ears. Sabine felt a few shots bounce off her armor and thanked the Force for her beskar, too panicked to turn around and look who was shooting at them. Commando or citizen, it didn't matter.


"Split up!" she yelled, spotting the Supercommandos blasting over their heads, following their ground retreat by jetpack. "I'll try to draw some of them off!" she said, pulling out her WESTARs and blasting back at their pursuers.


She skidded around a corner, three Commandos hot on her trail, and could only hope and pray that Ezra was getting away safely.
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Ezra's pulse was pounding sharply in his head and chest as he ran, skidding around people and debris. As if the Imperial goons weren't bad enough, it seemed like the entire mob had turned their attention and hostility towards him. In that moment it didn't matter how much they hated the Empire, how young he was, how he'd been part of them just seconds ago, he was a Jedi and that made him the enemy. He could feel their murderous intentions like a heavy blight in the Force.


After all what Mandalorian wouldn't jump at the chance to take down a Jedi?


Ezra dodged blaster bolts mostly by sheer force of luck and precognition, throwing his hands up over his head to shield himself.


A shrill warning came through the Force seconds before he took a hard hit. A rock, or some other hard projectile. Ezra felt it sheer past his head, smacking solidly into the spot right behind his right ear.


The blow knocked him senseless a moment, and he stumbled, tripping over his feet and falling to the ground dizzily. His head spinning, barely aware and desperately trying to get his bearings, he felt a heavy body land on his stomach, a dark shadow over him and a fist slamming into his chin, and he immediately grabbed for his lightsaber.


A mash of a button, a quick flash of green, and his attacker cried out in dying agony as the emerald blade pierced through his chest. The man fell to the side off of him, and Ezra scrambled to his elbows, nausea rising up his throat. The unarmored Mandalorian lay dead on the ground, eyes open wide with his death throes, creepy-looking and unsettling. Ezra pushed away from the body, feeling the dark undercurrent of the crowd rise again, horrifically violent, now that one of 'theirs' had fallen.


"Get him!"


"Kill him!"


"Blow his head off!"


The sheer Dark Side potency of it almost choked him, but he scrambled to his feet and took off at a desperate run, dodging arms and shots that came for him. He couldn't see where Sabine had gone, but half of the Commandos had taken off after her, leaving only two to pursue him.


Ezra swerved from one end of the street to the other, then took a hard left into an alley.


He'd taken three long bounding steps before he had to pull up short, seeing about ten rioters blocking his way, maybe not aware of his wanted status but an obstacle nonetheless.


He skidded to a halt and stumbled over himself to try to go back, but a white-clad figure dropped down into the alley after cutting his jetpack boosters, advancing slowly.


Ezra backed away with his hands up slightly, cringing into himself.


Ohhhhh—was what he managed to think, before the raised blaster fired blue rings into his chest.


-SWR-


Sabine's side panged painfully and her breath rattled in her chest as she leaned against the side of the wall, doubled slightly, hands on her thighs. Her fingers were still curled tightly around the hilts of her WESTARs but the three targets pursuing her had been brought down, lost to the mob. She didn't know how many were still looking for her; the immediate crowd in her hidden line of vision seemed to have lost interest.


She panted, swallowing, calmer but still filled with nervous tingling. Straightening up, she slid along the wall in order to peek out. The rioters were dispersing on her street, but from the shouts and crashing a block away seemed to still be going at it there. She moved back behind her cover, leaning her helmet against the wall. Worry crept through her stomach that she couldn't spot Ezra.


A side door in the alley opened. Sabine tensed, sharply bringing up a blaster, but the silver-armored Mandalorian that came through the door opened both palms to show her he wasn't a threat.


"Are you all right, Miss?" he asked with genuine concern.


Vaguely, Sabine recalled him, part of Clan Tyre. She'd seen several of them in their silver and blue livery posted in doorways and streetcorners, their long-range blaster rifles out on display, warding unruly protesters away from certain streets or certain buildings.


Shakily, Sabine lowered her blaster, sagging back against the wall again.


"Yeah... yeah, I'm okay," she said between gasps.


The other Mando approached slowly, reaching out a hand to place on her shoulder, almost in a fatherly manner.


"I got... separated from my friend," Sabine explained, forcing the words through her dry throat. She shook her head, her helmet shifting. "I don't know where he is."


"Come on inside," he urged, tugging at her shoulder.


Sabine holstered her weapons and let him guide her quickly up the steps and into the building.


The dim light shadowed them as the cycling air blasted cool on her shoulders. Several of the Clan Tyre guards were within, whispering in hushed breath to each other. Their long blue capes hung straight down, and a few of them had beautifully crafted beskar spears that Sabine was insanely jealous of, for a brief moment.


She moved to go towards the windows, pressing her viewport against the glass, straining to see what was going on outside through the glare of the sunlight.


She cursed under her breath. She should have held onto him. Taking a step back she pressed the button to open their comm line.


"'Spectre 5 to Spectre 6," she called.


No answer, not even static.


Biting her lip, trying to quell the horrible spike of fear and worry pushing its way up through her throat, she tried again.


"Spectre 6? Ezra, you there?" She waited on pins and needles for something, anything, to come over the line. "Oh stars, please answer me."


A commotion from outside drew her attention. Shouts and screams rang up from the crowd, and Sabine heard a loud hissing.


The guard behind her let out mingled curses.


"They're shooting riot gas canisters!" one of them barked.


The one who'd retrieved Sabine joined her at the window, looking out grimly. "They're clearing the street."


Cacophonous ringing of blasterfire punctured the air, loud and pounding even through the window. Sabine lurched for the front door, pushing it open by the handle, stumbling out into the middle of the road into the faint yellow haze that was drifting down from the other end towards her. Coughing, stumbling protestors lurched out of the fog and passed on either side of her. The Clan Tyre guard stepped out into the open as well, though stayed well back, close to their posts.


Sabine's heart sunk as the haze began to clear, revealing white-clad Supercommandos and a cadre of Stormtroopers behind them sweeping the street, blasters out and ready.


"Sabine Wren!"


Her teeth gnashed as she spied Saxon, strutting out haughtily in front of his men. The riot gas was rapidly dissipating, revealing a road emptied of protestors. Living ones anyway; she spied a couple crumpled bodies in the road and felt anger flickering through her.


Gar Saxon looked infuriatingly smug as he strode up, his rifle across his body at low ready. He stopped, him and his lackeys, about twenty paces away.


Sabine took a step back, one of her blasters out again, pointed towards the Imperial Viceroy, for all the good it would do. The other hand crept behind her, burying in her belt for a "just in case".


"What do you want, Saxon?" she demanded.


"I have a proposition for you," he said calmly. He took his hand off the rifle trigger and motioned to his side.


Sabine watched with horror as a pair of Supercommandos dragged out Ezra between them, dangling and stumbling on his feet. His hands were in binders behind him and he bled from a wound on his head. He seemed dazed and slightly out of it, struggling to focus his eyes as he was shoved down to his knees next to Saxon. The Commandos kept firm hands on his shoulders as they presented him, their blasters dangerously close to his head.


"Turn yourself over to Imperial custody," Saxon was posturing, "and I will spare the life of your Jedi friend."


Sabine's face hardened into steel, glaring at him for all she was worth. She flicked her gaze to Ezra, who looked up at her with a chagrined, slightly embarrassed expression, trying to be brave.


"Sorry Sabine," he strained out. "Took a wrong turn," he quipped.


She snorted, irreverently.


Gar Saxon's expression flashed with irritation and he took his rifle and slammed the butt into Ezra's cheek, making him whiplash and cry out in pain.


The sound sent furious anger into Sabine's chest. She could barely hold back from snarling. Her fingers tightened on the triggers. Ohhh when she got her hands on him...


Her internal fuming faded into the background of her thoughts as Saxon straightened again. "Now... I'm sure we don't want to make a big scene," he began diplomatically. "More Mandalorians have died today than needed to. Let's not add your Jedi to the list."


Sabine ignored him, focusing all her attention on Ezra, willing him to look at her, feel her intentions, know what she was planning.


He raised eyes, and a message passed between them.


Trust me.


He gave an almost imperceptible nod.


Sabine drew her hand out and back and lobbed one of her bombs straight for the Imperial group. "Add that to the list, sleemo!" she yelled.


Gar Saxon's eyes widened with a satisfying look of fear, tracking the projectile, before he barked out an order to his men.


Ezra took that as his cue to wrench himself forward, flat onto his face.


The bomb exploded with a loud boom and a firecracker burst of color and sparks, bouncing off the street and windows and signs, popping on the plastoid armor of the Commandos and Stormtroopers, who yelped in panic and scattered as they took cover.


Into the chaos Sabine dove, knees skidding on the pavement as she reached Ezra. She didn't bother with the lock, just shooting a precise shot into the cuffs to make them spring open.


Ezra brought his hands forward immediately, pushing up against the ground and supporting himself as he lunged up to his feet. Sabine kept her hand on his arm this time, not letting go, even when he abruptly pulled up short and turned.


"Hang on a second," he told her.


Her insides screamed in frustration but she forced that down, waiting for him, watching his outstretched hand. From somewhere she didn't see his lightsaber came flying back to his palm, and he immediately whipped around as his fingers closed around it.


"Let's go," she breathed frantically, seeing over his shoulder Gar Saxon recovering from the shock of her firework, face twisting in fury and reaching a hand for them.


She pointed her blaster and shot straight past his face, nicking him in the side of the head. He shrieked and clapped a hand over his ear, stumbling back in retreat like the coward he was.


The other Clan Tyre members were engaged now, firing upon the Supercommandos, laying down a cover for them as the two teens ran frantically away.


Sabine didn't stop for anything, not even turning around to look at the chaos behind her until the noise had faded and the pop! pop! pop! of the blasterfire was far away. She dragged Ezra along until they were both exhausted, panting and laughing and exhilarated by their narrow escape.


They finally came to a stop, about a block away from the spaceport, and Sabine pulled up and began fussing over the gash on Ezra's head.


"You okay?" she asked, breathless, still reeling from the fact that he was still alive, the mob hadn't trampled him.


"Nothing a little bacta won't fix," he told her, batting off her hands gently as they poked him a little too hard. "Ow, hey! Leave that alone!"


She straightened, smiling under her helmet where he couldn't see, privately thrilled that she'd managed to pluck him from the jaws of death. "I think that's enough for today," she quipped lightly.


Ezra laughed, a wonderful open sound that made her heart warm. "Yeah," he agreed. "That's plenty of agitating for me."


Sabine grinned widely, pulling him in for a quick, relieved hug before she led the way back to their shuttle.


Chapter End Notes


Some of you might remember from my previous fic "Bruises" that Sabine expressed a desire to shoot Saxon in the face for hurting Ezra. She gets her wish here lol.


Chapter 3
Chapter Notes


A little bit of maybe-supernatural, maybe-mundane creepiness this chapter.


Enjoy!


"Well, the fuel tank's punctured," Ezra announced, emerging from under the canted back corner of the Phantom II, which was sticking up awkwardly after their recent crash landing. "So even if the repulsorlifts did work we'd have no way to get forward momentum from the sublights."


Sabine kicked the dirt by her boot. "Great," she groaned. "Any luck with the transmitter?" she asked, coming a little closer, arms crossed.


"Got it beaming out on the usual emergency channel," Ezra confirmed, wiping the grease and fuel residue off his palms. "I got a ping back so it shouldn't be too long before Hera brings the Ghost around." He stepped back to stand at her side as they surveyed the damaged shuttle. "Any idea what that energy spike was yet?"


She shook her head. "Not yet," she admitted, glancing up at the boiling cloudcover. "It looked like lightning when it hit us but I didn't get anything off the scanners, no static, no meteorological pressure or atmospheric conditions that would indicate a thunderstorm." She raised a hand and shadowed her eyes, squinted up through the darkness at the clouds, rolling slowly overhead. They were puffy and almost pitch black in the waning daylight, but there were no rumbling flashes or sudden patches of light that would mean more lightning was moving through the atmosphere. "I'm almost tempted to say it was just bad luck."


Ezra glanced around, uneasily. "I'm almost inclined to agree. The Force feels... odd."


Sabine pulled her head down, looking to him in concern. "What do you mean?"


"It's..." Ezra struggled for a moment to find the right words. "It just feels funny, like it's moving in all the wrong ways around this place. There's this... age and decay and... something almost like malice."


"Dark Side?" she guessed, wrinkling her eyes.


He shook his head. "I dunno," he admitted. He glanced past her towards the craggly trees, growing grayer in the dimming light. "We should probably set up shelter. Not sure how long it's gonna take for Hera to get here, and I'd rather not get caught out in the open at night."


Sabine scanned around, turning slowly. She pointed off. "Well, those rocks look like pretty sturdy guards for our backs," she said.


Ezra agreed, and the two quickly split up tasks. Ezra wandered off to scout the immediate vicinity and Sabine began pulling supplies from the crashed shuttle, heaving herself over the tilted lip of the ramp and dropping down inside.


She pulled out the medkit, the emergency rations, and the spare blankets, piling as much as she could in her arms and making several trips. She checked on the transmitter on her last run, seeing it blinking on and off and quietly clicking.


She tapped out a quick coded message and sent it off. Then waited.


After a few seconds a confirmation came in reply. Sabine smiled, then hauled herself up one last time across the uneven uphill floor and clambered out of the shuttle.
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Ezra wandered back a few moments later, as Sabine sat with her back against one of the tall freestanding rocks, sorting their supplies.


"So not much in the way of edibles," he reported. He set down their canteen and it sloshed thickly. "But I found a clean brook and plenty of dry timberwood."


"Last communication from Hera said ETA three to four hours," she told him, as he began to unload the sticks from his arms. "And we've got plenty of ration packs so we're not in danger of starving." She reached for a container in one of the piles. "You get any injuries in the crash?" she asked, snapping open the medkit.


He shook his head. "Couple bruises maybe. I'm fine, Sabine," he assured her.


Sabine nodded and shuffled through the contents of the medkit for the pain relievers. There was a nagging ache and stiffness in her neck, probably from the jolt of the landing, that was beginning to wear on her. She began to reach for the canteen, then paused briefly, squinting in the low light, at the odd smears of yellow she could see streaked across Ezra's jacket.


"You fall into my paints or something?" she asked.


"Huh?" He glanced down at himself and groaned when he saw the stains on his clothes. "Ah man... There was this field of weird-looking flowers I had to cross to get past a sheer cliff edge. Must've picked up some pollen," he grouched, furiously brushing himself off to try and rid his shirt of the dust.


Sabine shook her head, bemused, taking the canteen and popping it open so she could toss back the pills.


She passed Ezra a ration bar as she moved the tinder closer to her.


In a few moments she had a fire sparking brightly at their feet, and they chatted idly as night fell, and the cold crept in. Sabine shivered, the chill breeze biting through her jumpsuit with a lazy touch, annoying and persistent.


Something... unnerved her about this place. The Imperial facility they had been sent to scout out was mysteriously abandoned, dust already beginning to gather on surfaces. They hadn't seen sight nor sound of any people, not even bodies, and the logs from the computer were unhelpful and vague, mentioning only Stormtroopers feeling "bad vibes" and consistently pulling up no valuable ores or minerals from the cave they had begun to excavate. The last entry had been a clinical note about the project being scrubbed and that was it.


She'd expected to at least hear local wildlife as the sun dipped down and the moons rose but so far the night was equally, eerily, quiet. Just the snapping fire and the rustle of the wind and the empty echo of the air.


She distracted herself with telling Ezra a story about how she and Tristan had wandered up into the mountains one morning as children and gotten stuck up on a ledge, making their mother summon the guard to retrieve them.


"She was not happy about that one, lemme tell you," she finished.


Ezra chuckled. "Bet you both were in a heap of trouble," he teased.


"Tell me about it," she groaned. "She made us clean the entire welcome hall." She shuddered. "I still can't get the smell of that cleaner out of my nose," she quipped.


She expected a bray of his warm laughter, and was surprised when he was oddly quiet. She glanced at him, seeing him looking off into the trees with a distracted expression. He was calm, but very still, as if he didn't quite realize she was there.


"Hey," she called, waving a hand in front of his eyes "Lothal to Ezra, you there?"


It took a worrying moment for him to respond. He blinked, his eyes pinching slightly. "Sabine?" he called, his voice wavering with an odd note of confusion. He stared straight ahead into the shadowed trees. He inhaled slowly, carefully. "I feel weird," he told her.


Sabine frowned and set down the last third of her ration bar. "Weird how?" she asked, shifting around to face him.


"Like..." he began, then trailed off, his eyes going distant, hazy. He sat there a moment, his breathing strangely audible and labored.


Then, his eyes seemed to fixate on something in the darkness and he stiffened, a wide-eyed, frightened expression stealing over his features.


"No..." he breathed. He wrenched himself back suddenly, pressing against the rock behind him. "No, stay away!" he cried. "Stay away from me!"


Alarmed, Sabine looked to where his eyeline was, but could see nothing, nothing but the rotting trees and flickering shadows.


"Ezra?" Severely concerned now, Sabine shifted, rising up onto her knees and maneuvering around to face him. "What is it?"


He only seemed to grow more hysterical, his breaths short, his body shaking.


"It's coming..." he whispered, deliriously. "I can feel it."


Sabine felt panic starting to flicker at the base of her skull, but forced herself to think past it. "Ezra, what do you see?" she pressed, one hand straying to her utility belt to close around the hilt of her blaster.


"It's hungry..." he breathed, his voice strangled with terror. "Sabine it wants—" He hissed sharply, bolting to his feet, hands grabbing for his lightsaber. "Stay away!" he screeched at the unseen thing, green blade igniting and lighting up the night, sending her alarm skyrocketing. "I'm warning you!"


Sabine quickly scrambled to her feet, sweeping the treeline with her blaster, seeing and hearing nothing. Ezra had squashed his back firmly against one of the rocks, hyperventilating as he looked off to a point in the far distant darkness.


Her mind flashed through dozens of horrible possibilities. Was he having a vision? A mental break? Was something actually out there with them, that only he could sense and see?


She stowed her blaster back inside its holster, checking behind them one more time before grabbing hold of his shoulders, shaking him.


"There's nothing there!" she yelled. "Ezra!"


If he heard her he didn't show it, his eyes darting wildly about, lightsaber jerking in his hands. Sabine grabbed his wrists and forced him to lower his saber, pressing the switch to curl the emerald blade back up into the hilt, feeling his hands trembling. Her eyes spotted the pollen streaks still lingering on his sleeves and instinct screamed at her. Heart pounding, feeling a dread pooling in her stomach, she prized the lightsaber from Ezra's hands and reached for his wrist, scraping a sample of the yellow dust into her gauntlet scanner for analysis. She let the data crunch for a moment while she retrieved her helmet from the ground, shoving it over her head with force.


Ezra fell back against the rocks and whimpered, curling into himself with fearful terror.


"It's him..." he murmured, nonsensical, eyes twitching and darting around. "He's come for me..."


Sabine's HUD synced up with her scanner just in time for it to beep and display its results, and Sabine felt her heart dropping with dread.


The pollen... came her dull thought, as her helmet displayed a wireframe of the plant and listed the properties of its spores.


Microbes that were particularly aggressive towards those with Force Sensitivity. The listed symptoms?


Hallucinations.


Paranoia.


Asphyxiation.


Her heart tightened up on the last one.


Death.


Alarm blaring through her body now, she fumbled with the clip of the lightsaber hilt, hanging it from her own belt as she focused on Ezra. She seized his arms with a firm grip, trying to wrestle him into looking at her.


"Ezra! Ezra, listen to me," she instructed. She spoke seriously and firmly, burning determination moving through her. "Whatever you're seeing out there, it's not real. You hear me?"


He squeezed his eyes closed with a whimper and she felt him trembling. "I'm not crazy..." he mumbled. "I'm not, there's—there's something there, Sabine, I can feel it!"


"It's not—" she started, but then cut herself off as a dark chuckle seemed to echo through the trees behind her.


She whipped her head around, searching frantically, the shadows straining her vision, starting to blur into hideous shapes.


She let go of Ezra and stepped back with a groan, pressing her palms against her helmet.


Was the pollen affecting her too?


Can't dissolve... she thought, shaking her head. Someone's got to stay clear-headed. Okay. Okay okay. She inhaled slowly, pushing back the panic. She read back through the data on the plant, trying to formulate a plan.


"All right," she said aloud, crouching down and finding their medkit. "The spores trigger constriction and inflammation in the lungs which means I need..." She searched through the contents, shifting items around, shuffling. "Corticosteroids!" she declared, finding it. "And..." She rifled through their supplies, scattering them out of their neat piles. "Where is it?" she hissed. "Where—Ah!"


She grabbed up the little oxygen canister and rebreather. Scanning the supplies one last time she also picked out a hypospray.


"And a mild sedative to calm him down."


Feeling a bit more controlled now, she focused back on Ezra, who was heaving breath in and out, like it was a struggle for him.


Her heart wrenched a little at the sight. She rose up, gently taking his shoulder.


"All right Ezra," she started, guiding him down to sit. "I won't let whatever is out there get you," she promised. "But in the meantime I need to give you a couple things to help stabilize you. Okay?"


He shook in place with distant eyes for a long moment, the air moving through him sounding more and more strained.


Flustered, Sabine tried again.


"Ezra, can you hear me? That pollen you picked up is giving you a bad reaction. You're going to die if I can't stabilize you," she explained to him grimly. She held up the hypospray. "I have the medicine I need to give you, but I need you not to fight me on it. Okay?"


His unseeing eyes finally flicked down towards their feet. "Okay..." he mumbled. "Won't fight."


Relieved, Sabine knelt and ripped open the packet of oral corticosteroids. The two tan pills dropped into her palm, and she curled them into her fingers, also picking up the canteen.


She moved in, extending both hands.


"All right, Ez. Take these first."


He looked at the pills and canteen trepidatiously a moment before uncurling and grabbing the pills from her, rapidly tossing them into his mouth as if he didn't want time to decide otherwise, and washing them down with a long swig.


He wiped his mouth. "Okay..." he breathed. He handed her back the canteen with shaky hands, forcing himself to pry his legs away from his chest and stretch them out.


Sabine felt tension unwind from her shoulders. A faint smile lifted the corners of her mouth. "That should help with the inflammation. But you're still going to need oxygen until the spores break down." She wished she could let him see her face for this, so he wasn't staring into the black slits of her helmet, but she wasn't taking chances on inhaling that pollen. He didn't seem particularly bothered anyway, hadn't flinched away from her in fright as whatever hallucinogenic properties of the spores assuredly skewed his perception. She held up both the oxygen and the hypospray. "And I have a sedative which might help relax you a little. Which do you want first?" she asked.


As before, the question washed over him as if he hadn't heard it. His lips were moving and Sabine caught snatches of a nonsensical mumble.


"Moves in the dark, strikes like light, watching, always watching it never sleeps, shadows, shadows—" His face pinched tightly and he shook his head, his hands raising and digging into his temples. "What?" he asked.


"Sedative or oxygen, Ezra," Sabine repeated patiently, wishing she had a medical scanner.


He thought for a moment, his eyes unclouding and focusing on her. "Sedative," he decided. "I don't—It's—It's hovering, Sabine."


"I know," she told him, prepping the hypospray. "Pull down your collar."


He dropped a hand and tugged it away from his neck, and let her place the end of the hypospray there and depress it quickly.


He shuddered, exhaling deeply, and Sabine saw him untense, his shoulders dropping away from his neck. She passed him the oxygen, pressing the clear rubbery rebreather part to his face and guiding his hands up to hold it in place.


For several minutes she sat back and watched him, checking his pulse and breathing every so often. He had been paling when the worst of it had hit him, but he seemed to be regaining color now. She hoped she'd done enough, that she'd staved off the spore's effects long enough to keep him breathing until Hera got there with the Ghost. There wasn't much she could do for whatever he thought he was seeing—their limited medkit didn't have any kind of psychotropic drugs—but at least he was out of immediate physical danger.


Ezra's head drooped sleepily. He caught himself and startled up, dropping the mask from his face.


"Can I have my lightsaber back?"


"No," Sabine said, short and tersely. "And keep that rebreather on."


He whined in protest, but obeyed, curling back up.


A bit guiltily, Sabine shifted closer to him. "I won't let it get you," she promised. "I'll stay right here."


He nodded mutely, his eyes squeezed closed.


-SWR-


Sabine wasn't sure how long they sat there, the campfire waning at their feet, slowly turning into embers. It couldn't have been more than two hours, the night deepening, the wind pressing in with a cold chill. Ezra started having trouble breathing again and Sabine had to frantically tear into another small packet of cortiosteriods to stabilize him, nerves on a wire's edge as she desperately tried to keep him alive.


Hera, where are you? she wondered more than once, scanning the sky with worried eyes.


The fire died down. She didn't dare leave him to get more fuel, only shifting closer to him and wrapping an arm around his shoulders. Her helmet was beginning to feel hot and stifling. Sleep was tugging at the corners of her mind but she wouldn't let herself nod off, not until they were safe, not until she knew he was going to be okay.


Ezra was whispering again. Sabine tuned out his delirious rambling about voids and darkness and concentrated on the red embers still clinging to life in their firepit.


A cold wind blew on them.


Ezra suddenly gasped, shoving back against the rocks, his hands tight around the rebreather. "No!" he cried. "Go away!"


Sabine intoned wearily, "I'm between it and you, Ezra, I promise. It's not going to—"


A hissing laughter sounded in her ears, feeling like it was pressing against her skull. She startled to attention, facing the darkness beyond the campfire, searching.


She didn't see anything at first but... the shadows between the gaunt trees didn't... look quite right.


Ezra whimpered and squashed himself against their rock shelter. "Always remember I am nothing..." he muttered. "I am one with the Force, and the Force is with me..."


The laughter came again, cruel and clearly audible to Sabine's ears, even through her helmet. She spotted something like a leering face looming from the shadows and didn't know or care if it was her own madness from the spores or if it was something actually there.


She lurched up to her feet, grabbing for the first thing on her belt. Ezra's saber ignited in a flash of green and she swung it threateningly, positioning herself between the thing and Ezra.


"Get back!" she shouted at the vague eyes and teeth she thought she could make out. "You leave him alone!"


The thing, whatever it was, seemed amused by her posturing, staying where it was and grinning creepily. Sabine was about ready to pull her blaster and start firing wild shots into the treeline but just at that moment a stark white light blinked on and spotlighted them from above.


Sabine couldn't even express her relief as the light resolved into the Ghost's forward illuminators, piercing through the dark night and sending the whatever-it-was skittering back, lost to sight among the trees.


Sabine turned off the lightsaber and waved her arm with a frantic motion, tears beginning to stream down her face.
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She stepped up to Kanan, nervous fingers pinching together, and joined him at the observation window.


"How's he doing?" she asked anxiously.


Kanan gave a smile, turning his face towards her. "Medics say he'll be okay," he told her. "Thanks to you."


Sabine dropped her eyes, biting her lip. Relief and worry and elation pinged through her, a confusing, dizzying mess that she couldn't make sense of. "Do you think something was really out there?" she asked, fidgeting nervously. "I know the spores don't affect non-Force Sensitives as much but I really thought I could see something out there," she confessed.


Kanan sobered, his frown all the confirmation she needed. "There were..." he began slowly, "...legends at the Temple about wraith-like entities that preyed on Jedi," he said. "They would hang around abandoned temples, or old battlefields, places where some great calamity had happened, and wait for the chance to strike. Their presence would make even the wildlife grow... sickly."


Sabine looked across at him. "The pollen?" she queried.


He nodded. "The creche-masters used to warn us the very soil could grow poisonous if one of them was around," he relayed soberly. "I don't know if I believed it back then."


She shuddered. "Okay... So we're obviously writing that whole planet off as 'Deathtrap for Force Sensitives'."


The Jedi chuckled, reaching to wrap an arm around her shoulders, rubbing her arm and hugging her to his side. "You did good, Sabine," he told her. "Thanks for protecting him."


Sabine ducked her chin, a bit shyly and bashfully, warming at the praise.
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"They have a tank!" Ezra called at her in warning, moments before heavy blaster mortars from below came streaking up towards them.


Thick shots passed on either side of them, nearly clipping the metal railings of the walkway their pounding feet were running across. One blast did bounce off the building below them, the explosion rattling the plates under their feet, spraying debris, loud and cacophonous.


Sabine braced for a moment, gripping the railings with both hands, then when the shaking stopped ungrit her teeth.


"Keep moving!" she yelled. "We're almost to the extraction point!"


They ran across the bridge between the facilities, and the tank on the platform below them followed with booming shots. Sabine's hair stood up with shrieking anxiety every time she felt one pass.


A rending blast sounded behind them, and Sabine gasped as the plates fell out from underneath her.


She clutched immediately for the lefthand rail as the bridge was blown out, the sheared end swinging down. Only a few paces behind her Ezra yelped as the bridge gave way, flung forward by the blast to smack his palms and shins against the grating before sliding down, falling out into open air, only saving himself by grabbing a mangled end of broken rail.


"Sabine!" he shrieked, swinging out, dangling precariously by one hand.


Sabine craned her head down with a jerk, grimacing at how far down the ground was from this height. She hooked her legs around a support bar, letting go of the rail with one hand, leaning out and down to him, reaching.


The red glare of a blaster shot streaking straight towards them gleamed in her widening eyes and she yanked back upright, curling in to brace.


Boom!


Ezra's panicked shout horrified her. She pried her face from her arms and saw him dropping, falling straight down towards the tank on the landing platform far below.


Adrenaline surged through her as she reached back and hit the activation for her jetpack.


The boosters fired up and her torso felt buoyant and light as they idled. She let go of the railing and hovered a moment, then turned her momentum swiftly around and down.


Wind whipped her hair back, stinging in her eyes, but she kept the bright orange of his jacket in the center of her vision as she swooped down, and down.


He had stopped turning over, flailing only slightly as he plummeted, his back to the nearing ground, his face looking up towards her with anxious fear.


Sabine's teeth clenched hard inside her head as she narrowed her body, trying to cut down on drag and give herself more speed, tried to catch up to him quicker.


Closer and closer she rocketed, and shots from the tank missed them widely, too small and narrow a target for the Imperial goons to hit with any accuracy.


The ground rushed up towards them. Sabine bit the inside of her mouth as she thrust out an arm, her hand stretching as far as it could go.


From his position in perilous freefall, Ezra reached back for her.


Closer.


Her heart thumped painfully.


Closer.


She could almost touch him.


Ezra flailed up with his hand, his fingertips just barely brushing hers.


Even closer.


The landing platform was dangerously near now, approaching them rapidly.


She closed the distance and caught Ezra by the hand, immediately leveling out, angling them perpendicular from the ground and swooping high above the Stormtroopers' heads.


Ezra scrambled up, both hands clutching and grasping until he had a firm hold around her torso, arms wrapping around behind her back like a desperate embrace. Sabine squeezed him tight to her as she rocketed them up, heading for the top of the other building where the Ghost was already descending from the thick cloud cover to extract them.


"You okay?" she asked, her voice warbling a bit.


He didn't speak, but nodded firmly, pressing his face into her shoulder and clinging a little tighter as if afraid she might let go.


She squeezed him in reassurance, zooming around haphazard blaster bolts as she flew them up and up, into the waiting cargo hold of the Ghost.


The stark white light, after the overshadowed gray of the weather outside, was just a little bit hard to adjust to at first. Sabine's jetpack shut off and their feet dropped to the cargo hold floor gently.


She didn't let go, and they stood there, panting and holding each other for a long moment.


She felt his heartbeat, quick and rapid, even through her breastplate, as her chest heaved in and out, slowly calming down from the frantic fear that had overtaken her when she'd seen him falling.


Eventually, she peeled herself away. Still holding onto his sides, she drew back and looked him in the face.


He looked slightly pale, and a bit in shock, still processing that he was safe in the hold of the Ghost and not splattered on the duracrete ground of the landing platform.


She smiled, faintly, taking longer and deeper breaths as she relaxed. "So I guess we can cross 'getting shot at by an Imperial tank' off our bucket list," she offered as a joke.


It had the desired effect; Ezra untensed and chuckled shortly. "0/10, would not recommend," he quipped back.


She laughed, leaning her forehead down on his collar in relief, fingers clinging just a bit tighter to him even so.
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The explosion rocked the ground, rending the air with a powerful boom, a pluming orange fireball that flared out into black smoke.


Sabine pulled down the arm she'd flung in front of her face to shield her eyes, rolling up from her crouch behind cover and already leaning into a dead sprint.


Hera called out sharply from behind her, reaching a futile hand, but Sabine paid no heed, not listening, her ears flooded with the roar of the explosion and resulting fire, heart pounding tightly inside her chest, the sole thought clanging inside her mind the horrible knowledge that Ezra had still been inside the facility.


So she ran, straight into the smoke and flames, desperately searching for him.


-SWR-


The smoke was chokingly thick, burning down his throat. Ezra gasped and coughed, struggling to breathe, stumbling down what he hoped was the right hallway.


It felt horribly like being back in the gas cloud of Clouzon-36 on that Mining Guild asteroid, when he couldn't get enough air, when the fumes had almost suffocated him.


He raised his head and looked through squinted, stinging eyes, but the smoke obscured everything, flooding the hallway with a thick haze. He could barely see past his own extended hand, as it searched for a wall to orient him.


Heat grew at his back. Still coughing, Ezra glanced behind him to note with dull dismay that the fire was rapidly spreading from the room he'd just left. He didn't know what had gone wrong, if the Imperials had accidentally fired on their own buildings or if Sabine's planted diversionary explosives had been ill-placed, but it had created a situation he assuredly did not want to be in.


If he could just see!


Flailing in the haze, he finally found the wall, and flatted a palm against it as he moved forward, pulling his collar up to try to block out the smoke.


His coughing fit didn't cease. He just continued hacking into the fabric with rasping, jagged breaths. As he felt his way forward his head grew lighter, fuzzier. He'd inhaled too much smoke, and now it was costing him.


Dizzy, he kept going, knowing that if he stopped he would regret it, trying to get to the next corner, the next room.


The air seemed thinner and thinner as he stumbled along.


-SWR-


Sabine pulled her frantic run to a stop as she came to a wall of smoke, reeling back as the ashen fog hit her nose.


She coughed a couple times, stumbling backwards and wishing for her helmet, carelessly left behind on the Ghost because she hadn't anticipated needing it.


Clearing her throat, she dropped her hand and called into the smoke.


"Ezra!" she cried, eyes darting frantically. "Ezra, where are you?!"


Her ears strained, keening for any kind of human noise under the hissing, spitting fire and the popping electronics.


Very faintly, she caught small, choked coughing noises.


Heart leaping, she pulled in a deep breath and plunged into the smoke, one hand up in front of her eyes, one on the wall.


She spotted the darker shape in the gray haze almost immediately. Ezra was moving weakly towards her, his steps faltering, knees collapsing him to the ground, his hand still desperately on the wall for some means to know where he was.


Sabine took three long steps and reached him, her hand already out and grabbing around his elbow, hauling him up.


His eyes looked unfocused and clouded, his head rolled a bit dizzily as she pulled him back up to his feet, both arms around his left elbow now, guiding him out of the smoke, out to clear air.


The two teens stumbled from the haze in a rush, Ezra's coughing loud and pronounced, horribly uneven, a dry sound rasping through his lungs each time.


Sabine pulled him closer, slinging an arm around his shoulder.


"It's okay," she promised him in a whisper, directing him quickly towards the door. "It's okay, I've got you. We're almost there."


He couldn't even respond, gasping desperately as the air grew cleaner.
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They emerged from the doorway, and a rush of activity met them, Hera and Zeb and Kanan crowding all around, asking a thousand worried questions. Sabine gave short, quick answers, still in a slight daze, as she was forced to let go of Ezra so Kanan could take over.


Their retreat onto the Ghost was a blur, sounds blending into each other all around her, as Sabine coughed out the smoke and looked anxiously towards Ezra.


His eyes still looked way too dull and glazed over for her liking, even as Kanan brought him into the cargo hold and grasped him feverishly, whispering for him to breathe and focus like the words were some kind of magical incantation.


The adrenaline beat in frantic rhythms through her body until she finally saw Ezra's chest relax, expanding and decompressing in a way that seemed more natural.


She watched for several moments as Kanan helped him breathe properly, probably calming him through the Force, if the serene expressions that stole over their faces were any indication.


She wished she could have watched longer, but Hera was already in the cockpit and yelling for her to take a gunner position, so she turned towards the ladder and hauled herself up, stealing glances at Ezra to make sure he was okay before she pushed herself into the nose gun seat.


The familiar handles helped her forget about her worry as the streaking form of TIE fighters loomed in to harass them, becoming easy pickings for her rapid shots.


-SWR-


She expected she would be in for it once they made the jump to lightspeed, and peeled her hands off the triggers with a grimace as she pulled herself out of the gunner's seat, but to her surprise Kanan was already up in the cockpit and running interference with Hera.


"—says he couldn't have taken another step, was about to black out," she caught, as she approached the ladder.


Sabine slowed her steps, listening quietly. The light from the cockpit fell across her face softly.


She couldn't hear Hera's reply. But Kanan continued.


"Gonna need oxygen for a while, smoke inhalation was pretty bad. I don't want to think about what would have happened if she hadn't gone in for him."


A heavy sigh from Hera, and a muttered, "All right."


Grinning faintly, Sabine chose then to reach for the ladder rungs and climb up into the cockpit. She didn't say a word, just nodded to acknowledge them, before moving down the main hallway, a quiet sense of pride and relief inside her.
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Kanan had warned her that people would come for her now that she had the darksaber. But Sabine had been expecting, perhaps naively, an open challenge, a shouted word across the courtyard, a thrown-down gauntlet flung by an angry Mandalorian warrior.


Not assassins striking at her like cowards from the shadows.


She should have been more on guard.


The meeting with the Lythian pirate guild—for the negotiation of mutually-protected backroads around Imperial-occupied territories—had been tense and hardly cordial but productive, she'd thought. No one had drawn blasters, they had come to agreeable terms that satisfied what they both wanted—namely, to be able to avoid the Empire and keep a hidden hyperspace route open through the guild's usual territory—all in all a successful mission.


She had noticed the Neimoidian who eyed the saber on her belt with more than a little passing interest. But as deep as Hera was in the negotiation she didn't want to draw any attention to herself, so had let the stares pass without comment.


It wasn't until they were walking back to the Ghost, out in the street, in the open where she should have been relatively safe, that she thought back to the encounter, vaguely wondering if she should have been worried about him.


And it was then that the assassin took a potshot at her from a rooftop a block away.


She didn't even hear the shot going off, so absorbed in her own thoughts. Somehow, Ezra heard, or perhaps foresensed it, maybe through the Force.


All she knew was that his head shot back behind them as they were walking and then the next second his arms were around her middle and he was tackling her to the ground.


She had been ready to snap at him but then the blaster rifle fired from across the distance and Ezra jerked violently around her as they were falling, and her heart was already pounding when they hit the ground, the outraged shouts of the others almost white noise in her ears as she tried to process what had happened.


She had twisted herself around, freaking out at how stiff Ezra's arms were around her, wide eyes looking up at him.


His face was grimacing, but he was smiling, his grin strained as he met her eyes.


"You okay?" his voice warbled.


She almost couldn't unstick her tongue for a moment, her cheeks warming at his proximity, heart still pounding and confused about what had just happened.


"Yeah," she breathed.


"Good," he rasped, before his arms buckled and he collapsed onto her, and the blood from the hole in his back started seeping through her clothes.


She'd freaked out, and everything after that had been a blur honestly, all she could recall with any clarity had been Zeb and Hera drawing their weapons, pointing them towards the roofs with wary apprehension, Kanan pulling Ezra's limp, boneless body off her, shouted accusations as pirates pointed fingers at each other, the rush as they'd ran for the Ghost.


She was at his bedside now, fretting and biting her nails, wringing her hands around his. He was stable, but in a medically induced coma for his recovery, his chest rising and falling in a peaceful rhythm.


She waited, her heel tapping anxiously, knee bouncing, unable to keep still as time passed interminably slow around around her, as the helpless repetition, it should have been her, it should have been her, resounded through her head.


Sabine pulled her hands up, burying her face in her palms, her fingertips curling into her forehead. She leaned her elbows on the bed, miserable, fighting the burn under her eyes.


"C'mon you idiot..." she pleaded quietly, whispering the words through dry lips. "Don't do this to me." Tears she couldn't stop made their way past her guard, dripping off her cheeks, as she raised her face, her hands grasping feverishly for his again. "Wake up," she begged in a thin whisper.


His sleeping face was as empty and serene as ever.
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She must have dozed off at some point in her vigil, because she slogged to awareness, her head rolling to the side before she groggily pulled it up. Blinking, an aching stiffness all through her shoulders, it took a moment for her to realize what had woken her.


She gasped softly, seeing and feeling Ezra shift again, and give a little mumble.


Sabine quickly pulled her hands into her lap, fisting them tightly, biting the inside of her cheek as she watched Ezra stir.


He pushed up with his arms, raising his torso a bit. He grimaced, pinching his eyes before opening them slowly.


As his vision slowly cleared and he registered and recognized her sitting there, her hair surely a mess, her eyes lined with worry wrinkles and bags, vibrating in place, a smile stole across his face.


"Hey 'bine," he said. "Glad you're okay."


She strangled a cry, lurching from the chair and flinging arms around him.


"Idiot!" she said again, squeezing so tightly she felt him strain a moment for breath. She pressed her face into his collar, digging her fingers against his back. "You didn't have to do that!" she scolded. "I had armor! I would have been fine!"


"They shot at your back," Ezra pointed out in weary aggravation, even as he wrapped arms around her shuddering body. "You don't have armor there. I couldn't take the risk."


His embrace made things seem somehow more real, all her worry and anger rising up into concrete heat inside her.


"So push me out of the way next time or—or deflect the bolt with your lightsaber!" she cried.


"Because that would have been smart to do in a crowd of pirates," he muttered under his breath.


"Anything instead of throwing yourself in the way and taking the shot for me!" Sabine finished. She pulled herself free from the hug, blinking furiously, brows scrunched and angry and hating how soft his blue eyes were, at how he looked at her with worry and concern as if he had any right to after getting himself shot on her. "Do you have any idea how—"


She cut herself off as his eyes flickered down, his face falling. The momentum of her tirade faltered as she watched him stare towards her middle, his hands still lightly clutched on her hips.


"Yeah," he said quietly. "I do. Because it's how I would have felt."


All the anger deflated out of her as she gave a tired sigh. She leaned her thigh against the bed, resting on the side, her head giving a little shake. "I just had to fall for the moron that was as stubborn and protective as me," she wondered aloud at herself.


"You can yell at me all you want," Ezra was going on, oblivious to what she had said. "I would have done it again in a—" His brain caught up and his chin lifted, startled. "Wait, what?"


She huffed, snorting a chuckle through her nose, and leaned in, grabbing his face and pressing her lips to his fiercely.


She enjoyed the moment as it stretched out, breathing in his scent, feeling her hair tickle between their cheeks, warm relief finally settling into her, chasing away all the fear and worry and anxiety until it was all but forgotten.


Ezra sat dumbfounded as she pulled back, affectionately brushing her nails against his lightsaber scars.


"I'm glad you're okay too," she told him. She grinned a little. "Still mad that you did it, but I guess I can't argue with the results. You're alive, I didn't get shot. I guess I can forgive you."


"O—Okay..." Ezra acknowledged in a daze. His left hand raised to point towards her in confusion. "You..." he trailed off. "You just... What...?"


"Bet you're probably hungry," Sabine interrupted, straightening and turning to head for the door. She looked back over her shoulder, grin even wider now. "I'll go see if I can bring you back something edible from the mess hall."


"Wait, Sabine!" he cried in distress after her back. "You can't just kiss me and then walk away! Does this mean we're dating now? Hey!" His shouts got increasingly irritated. "Sabine!"


She laughed as she left the room behind her.
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The first time Sabine accepted his attraction to Bridget, it was a hot afternoon, on Yavin IV, she used to accompany him and Kanan in their training, supporting them if necessary or simply enjoying sitting on a rock the spectacle of a good fight, as she was doing at the time.


Ezra had already turned 18 and Kanan was much rougher with him in training, although the boy certainly didn't take it badly, he had become really proficient with the lightsaber and his strength had increased, which did not go unnoticed by the others. In her eyes, she had not wanted to accept that the haircut from a few months ago made him look manly and attractive, it freed him from his boyish features, and exposed his strengthened neck, he had also gained height, he surpasses her Already by a couple of centimeters, in another year perhaps he would equal his teacher, sometimes she was distracted looking at how his clothes that were loose before, stretched against his developed limbs, her eyes focused on his tense biceps. the effort of holding the knowledge.


-Wait a minute Kanan! Ezra exclaimed, his teacher stopped the training


-What's happening?


"Nothing, it's just too hot" Ezra replied wiping his forehead of sweat


-Stop complaining, come on take your position


"Okay, just give me a second," Ezra exclaimed as he unbuttoned his orange shirt and took it off to toss it aside.


Training resumed and Sabine's eyes admired the effects of Jedi discipline on the apprentice's body, she gazed at the firmness of his bare back, he had truly grown strong. Kanan attacked from the right side forcing Ezra to turn to protect himself, she Sabine could see his well worked chest of him, down towards the slender but marked abdomen and found a line of beautiful black that indicated a path to his intimate area of ​​him, which judging by the bulge had also developed. Losing herself to the thought, she Sabine felt a familiar throbbing between her legs de ella, followed by an immediate wetness, at this point there was no way she could deny to herself that she really liked the loth rat. 


-Guys, I'm going to go ahead- she exclaimed towards the Jedi- I'll see you at the base


"Something's wrong, Sabine," Kanan asked, still attacking his apprentice.


- Nothing, I just remembered an order that Hera asked me to carry out- she exclaimed a little nervously


-Okay, be careful when you come back. 


Sabine took one of the spiders and left the clearing where they trained with a sore crotch, the jerking of the spiders due to the undergrowth of the Yavin jungle didn't help either. Arriving at the ghost, he went straight to his room and locked the door, took off his armor, utility belt and finally his pants, climbed on the bunk and under his underwear to the middle of his legs, looked at the stain of need and gave in. to her de ella taking a hand to her most sensitive area, the humidity was abundant, she knew it would be fast. She wasn't proud of having to masturbate and she would die of shame if anyone found out even though she was pretty sure Zeb and Ezra were probably doing it in the shower too since their privacy was more limited than hers, Kanan and Hera well they they were probably asleep together, so they had no right to judge her either.


The first time she did this was when she was 16 she blamed Ketsu for leaving his collection of erotic holovids within her reach, but this had nothing to do with a holovid, this was for Ezra, she remembered his strong back and imagined how it would feel like to hold on to her, just as he had when they had escaped from Gar Saxon in Concord. Dawn remembered how the weight of his body de ella had felt and his legs entwined with hers, the closeness of his face de él and his warm breath de ella tickling hers. neck of her, he wanted to take off his helmet from her and kiss him, once again he remembered his strong arms from him, his marked abdomen and the dark line that showed him a mysterious and exquisite path. It was all I needed to break free. 


-------------------------------------------------- -


Sabine wasn't quite sure what would have happened if he had tried to make any real headway with Ezra back then, she flatly rejected him for the first few years and then when he became interesting to her, there were no more desperate flirtations, just a more responsible and wiser Ezra, which made him even more attractive in her eyes. By the time they lost Kanan she recognized herself in love and finally promised herself that when her mission in Lothal ended she would express her feelings to him, but then he left entrusting her with a confusing mission that took 4 years to decipher and then others more looking for him.


Now right at this moment, she was in Ashoka Tano's ship about to land on a strange planet, her heart about to jump out of her chest with the confirmation that Ezra Bridger was on it, but with the uncertainty of not knowing the man. Man he had become.
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Hera shook her head as she studied the fuel readout. “There’s no way we’ll make it to a sympathetic planet with all the systems turned on. Shutting off the heat.”


The crew groaned behind her in the cockpit.


“Hey, it’s either this, or we wait for someone to come along with fuel. Anyone willing to bet on that?”


Chopper made a remark.


“Chop says he’ll calculate the odds for us.”


“That is not what he said,” Ezra replied. “He said – ”


“Not all of Chopper’s comments need to be translated for the class,” Hera cut in. “Language, Chop.”


“Well, I’m going back to my cabin, then,” Zeb said as he stood.


“Don’t you dare steal my blankets,” Ezra threatened.


“Kid, why do you think I’m leaving right now?”


“Zeb!” He shot up from his seat and gave chase, but the Lasat was already halfway to their cabin, and laughing.


Sabine shook her head. “I miss my gear from home.”


“Yeah, shouldn’t you be used to the cold?” Kanan said.


“Used to it, but don’t like it. I hate snow, for at least six reasons.”


“Well, it’s not going to get warm here anytime soon,” Hera said as she flipped through star charts. “We’ve got at least seven hours. Everyone might as well get some sleep.”


Sabine left the cockpit without another word. She was always pretty good about not complaining and taking things in stride. Hera smiled after her, then turned to Kanan and crossed her arms as she leaned back in her seat.


“So,” she said.


Kanan mimicked her posture, a smile growing on his face as well. “So.”


“Once again we find ourselves bereft of heat for a while.”


“I can think of at least six ways to stay warm.”


“I’ll bet you can.” Hera leaned in, and her smile widened. “Start talking.”


---


Zeb had, indeed, stolen all the covers and blankets, leaving Ezra’s bunk cold with only a fitted sheet and pillowcase. The Lasat gloated from his blanket nest on his own bunk.


“Nice and warm,” he said.


“I’m glad you’re happy,” Ezra said as he scowled at his roommate. “You’ve got a fur coat. Why aren’t you sharing?”


“You’ve got magic powers. Why don’t you use them?”


Ezra rolled his eyes. “They’re not magic powers.”


“Then what are they? Voodoo?”


Ezra was not in the mood to be baited, even though Zeb continued.


“If I make a doll of Thrawn, I’ll let you meditate over it and stick pins in it.”


“You’re an ass, Zeb.”


Turning his back on his greedy roommate and vowing to get him back, Ezra left the cabin and headed to Sabine’s. He knocked on the door, and she opened it after a couple moments.


“Zeb’s being mean,” Ezra explained. “He won’t share.”


“Aww, did he take your blocks?” she replied.


“He took my blankets.”


Sabine turned into her cabin, and Ezra followed. “Isn’t there something with the Force you can do?” she asked. “Make yourself warmer?”


“What is it you people think the Force is?” Ezra replied in frustration. “It’s not like I can manipulate bodily functions.”


Sabine held her hand up. “I definitely do not need to know about you manipulating bodily functions.”


Again, Ezra rolled his eyes. “Just give me a blanket, and I’ll get out of here.”


“I’ve never been that good at sharing.”


“Come on, Sabine…”


“All right, all right… You don’t need to whine about it.” She bent over her bunk to gather up the blanket on top, then paused for a moment. Ezra felt a ripple through the Force from her, and he frowned, wondering what exactly she was thinking. Straightening, she said, “Actually…there are other ways to stay warm, you know.”


She wasn’t…she couldn’t be… Ezra swallowed. “Vigorous exercise?”


Sabine faced him again, her arms crossed. “We might as well do it. We’re both cold. What’s the harm?”


Ezra’s eyes went wide. “Do it…?”


Sabine made a face like she was disgusted. “Not it, you di’kut. Please. I meant share body heat.”


“Look, I was just clarifying…”


Sabine nodded slowly. “Oh, I’m sure you were. Strip. And be mature,” she added. “I come from a cold planet. I know how to keep warm. Tristan and I always shared a bed when we were younger.”


“Don’t really want to think about your brother right now.” Although that might help, if he had to be honest. The prospect of getting into Sabine’s bed – something Ezra had thought about time and time again, year after year – was exhilarating, and he forced himself to breathe normally as he shucked off his jacket and reached for the bottom of his shirt. Sabine was doing the same, coolly removing her armor and undressing in front of him. His heart beat faster and faster.


Ezra stopped after boots and socks, but Sabine was down to her undergarments. He swallowed again and focused on his breathing, watching as she pulled a small pair of workout shorts on.


“Ezra,” she said patiently, “I can feel you staring. Eyes on your own business, soldier.”


“I wasn’t staring,” he replied quickly, cheeks burning. He stood from the ground, nudged his pile of clothes and boots into the corner, and went to join her by the bunk. But her eyes dropped down, surveying his still-clothed lower half. “Can’t I keep my pants on?” he asked, his throat a little too tight. Sabine looked up and quirked a brow.


“Why, afraid I’ll be disappointed?”


“No,” he retorted crossly. “That’s not…”


Sabine put her hands on her hips and sighed, like he was just so much effort. “Pants too,” she said. “And gloves. That’s how you share body heat. Skin to skin. Come on. I won’t look.” Before she turned around, he caught her rolling her eyes at him again, before she muttered, “Psht, it’s like you think I’ve never seen a guy’s body before.”


“Wait, have you – ?”


“Just strip.”


He did, and by the time he was finished, she was already in the bunk. He joined her, moving close. When their skin touched, hers was burning hot, and he fought to hold in a gasp. Sabine turned toward him and, well, basically cuddled up into him, her eyes closed.


“You’re my best friend,” she said. “Don’t make this weird.”


“I won't make it weird,” Ezra hurried to assure her. “Totally un-weird.”


Right, like there was any way this was not going to be weird, with how long Ezra had pined after her. Yes, they were best friends, but he still had feelings for her. He’d resigned himself to the fact that he probably always would, and that nothing would ever happen between them, and that being her best friend was enough. But now that he felt her skin against his, and the weight of her body on him…that desire for more came back again full force. His mind unhelpfully painted all sorts of pictures of them together, ones he’d for the most part gotten over and shoved to the back of his mind in the last year or two. But now as he closed his eyes and tried to steady his breathing, he could see nothing but the two of them in her bunk, her body below his…


“So…” Ezra said. “I take it you had some boyfriends at the academy?”


Sabine snorted. “Bet you’d like to know.”


This was starting to get very uncomfortable. Ezra turned onto his side, away from her, and stared at the door, trying to will his mind and body into submission. Did she know? Did she have any idea what she was doing to him, how intensely she was causing him to react? As excited as he’d been about the prospect of sharing a bed with her and touching her skin for the first time, now he was a little too excited, and a lot uncomfortable. Sabine’s breaths were evening out and slowing, and he hoped she would fall asleep soon so he could go back to his own bunk. Even if he didn’t have any blankets, it would be better, at any rate, to be cold and alone there than to be here, with her, tense and unable to stop thinking, his heart beating too hard and too fast. But even as he tried to move away, she pushed up against him, lining her body up with his from behind, her knees hooking into his and her chest against his back so that he could feel all of her pressed against him, and this was…this was torture.


“This reminds me of that time with the purrgil,” Sabine said.


Ezra pulled his mind away from where it desperately wanted to be and tried to come up with a cogent response. “Yeah. Good thing we got the fuel.”


“I wonder if we’ll ever see them again.”


“Maybe.”


It was quiet again for a few minutes, and Ezra started to drift into sleep, just ever so slightly, finally relaxing.


“I can’t fall asleep,” Sabine said into the silence, jarring him fully awake again.


“Maybe because it’s colder than an ice planet in here,” he said.


“Maybe our next mission will be someplace warm.”


She wasn’t usually one for small talk or talking about nothing, so Ezra switched sides to face her, wondering what was keeping her awake. She opened her eyes and blinked at him.


“Sorry,” she said. “Did I wake you?”


Ezra shook his head, captivated by her gaze and how close it was to his. “No,” he said quietly. “I’m probably keeping you awake.”


Sabine smiled and reached out to his face. “Your lips are turning blue.”


Then she touched his mouth with her fingers, gently, and when he involuntarily sucked a quiet breath of air into his lungs at her touch, he knew she had to have heard it.


“So you, um,” he fumbled, mind casting about furiously for a topic to latch onto. Psht, it’s like you think I’ve never seen a guy’s body before. “So you dated a lot at the academy?”


Not his best move. (Though, to be fair, not his worst, either.)


“Did you date a lot on the streets of Lothal?” Sabine returned.


Ezra didn’t reply – he didn’t know whether he was supposed to joke back or say something serious about those years when he was alone, so the remark hung in the air between them until Sabine poked his bare side. His body flinched away from hers as if a live wire had touched it.


“Teasing,” she said.


“You don’t have to tell me,” Ezra said. “I was just curious.”


“You’re curious about a lot. Isn’t there some saying about a loth-cat and curiosity?”


“There is.”


Sabine yawned, then pulled the blanket up tighter around her shoulders. “We should get some sleep.”


“Yeah, good idea.” Ezra closed his eyes and shifted the covers, accidentally brushing his hand by her stomach as he did so. She jerked back away from him. “What? What’s wrong? What’d I do?”


“Nothing,” Sabine said. “Your hands are just cold. Surprised me.”


“Well, warm them up, then,” he replied crossly, curling up and sticking his hands between his knees.


“Take them out from wherever you’re hiding them, and I will.”


Ezra pulled his hands out from beneath the covers and held them up between their faces. “Here they are.”


Sabine took his hands in her own, wrapping hers around his. “Force, Ezra, they’re like ice!” She started chafing them, quickly working some heat in. Her hands were going too fast for him to really enjoy the sensation of her touching him, but then she slowed down and interlaced their fingers. Putting their hands back below the covers, she said, “There you go. Much warmer now.”


“Thanks. Any parts of you I can warm up?”


That came out the exact opposite of what he intended, but before he could even wince, Sabine snorted at him. But she had a smile on her face, and she moved closer. Their clasped hands were pressed between their chests, and he had to admit, he did feel a lot warmer. The nervous part of him urged him to say something, but words wouldn’t come. Ezra found himself, instead, speechless.


It was an odd situation – not because of the obvious – but because it was intimate in a way that wasn’t necessarily sexual. He felt that way, yes, and he was definitely thinking about it, but beyond that, it was a connection to Sabine that was more on an emotional level, too, that she was letting him in a little more, trusting him, deepening things between them. Her head began to nod further down on the pillow, and her face was just…so…close. Ezra could so easily imagine taking that final step and kissing her, and he wondered if he should.


But…no. Sabine had invited him into her room – literally into her bed – because of practicality and because she trusted him. She trusted him not to do anything, not to pull any moves, not to try to get or take something from her.


She had invited him as a friend.


A quiet, disappointed sigh escaped Ezra, and he tightened his fingers around hers. It did hurt, and his heart was pulled in different directions. He felt guilty for wanting to enjoy the moment, enjoy her touch and the feel of her, but at the same time, he was absorbing every single second that he could to store in his mind for later – for forever, really.


In her sleep, Sabine shifted even closer to him, curling up and pressing herself all the way against him. One of her hands left his, and she gently laid it against his chest. He bit his lip as he looked down at her, fighting his feelings back as hard as he could.


“You’re warm,” she murmured. “Thanks for being my friend.”


The last bit was so quiet, so mumbled, that Ezra barely caught it. But catch it he did, and the words made him wince. They physically hurt. They probably always would.


“Sure,” he replied, throat dry. “Always.”


“G’night, Ez.”


Ez. No one had called him that, not since his parents. Sabine wasn’t the nickname type, and for her to do something so soft… Well, she must really be tired. Her forehead was now touching his, and they had never been closer. Her warm breaths softly fanned his face, and he wanted to kiss her so badly. Reaching up with his free hand, Ezra lightly touched her cheekbone, her temple, her hair, mapping her face with his fingertips. She’d never know, and in the morning, he’d have to pretend that everything was fine, that he didn’t feel the way he did.


Just another average day, really, he thought as he closed his eyes. Sabine again shifted in her sleep, moving ever closer to him, and on instinct, not even thinking about it, Ezra wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into him. Her hair felt so soft beneath his cheek.


“Goodnight, Sabine,” he whispered. “May you rest in the warmth of your dreams.” She grunted – or perhaps growled – unenthusiastically back at him, probably having no idea that he’d bid her goodnight with a traditional Lothalian phrase, and he smiled, unsure whether she was asleep or awake. Then he closed his eyes, and soon, peaceful sleep took him.
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Body Heat, Pt. 2
Chapter Summary: Ezra wakes up due to a disastrous bet with Zeb the night before, and now he can’t get back to sleep. Neither can Sabine.
Chapter Notes: Yes! I added to it!! Been thinking about this since early January.


The galaxy was an unfair place. It was a truth Ezra had known since he was little. But he was grown now, and so he didn’t think about it much. It didn’t do him any good, and it was juvenile thinking besides. However, when his eyes opened in the middle of the night, and he remembered he was buried deep under the covers in Sabine’s bunk because Hera had turned the heat off to conserve fuel, and the reason he was awake was because Zeb had challenged him to a bet that he couldn’t drink a giant glass of carbonated fruit juice faster than the Lasat could, well, he cursed the unfairness of the universe once again.


Ezra lost the bet. Now he was about to lose the one and only chance he’d ever gotten to share a bed with Sabine Wren, because nature had taken its course, and the univere was cruel.


Ezra put his hand over his face and growled quietly to himself. There was absolutely no way he could ignore this. The problem, of course, was that now that he was awake, should he go back to his own bunk? Or would Sabine want him to crawl back in with her?


He decided he would think about it on the walk to and from the ’fresher.


By the time he got back to her room, though, he hadn’t figured it out, and he hovered awkwardly in her doorway, watching her sleep. It was probably okay…? Right...?


Making up his mind, Ezra tentatively crossed the room back toward the bunk. When he sank down onto the mattress, even though he’d tried his best to be quiet, Sabine stirred with a little noise in the back of her throat that he could almost confuse with a moan…


“You shouldn’t have made that bet with Zeb,” she mumbled groggily as Ezra pulled the covers over himself. He paused for a moment, feeling himself redden. Her eyes weren’t open, though, and she didn’t sound like she was going to kick him out… “Hurry it up. You’re letting all the warm air out.”


“Sorry.” Ezra settled down into the bed, relishing the way the covers and heavy blankets chased away the chill of the ship. A violent shiver raced over him, and he blew out a breath. “That fuel can’t come soon enough.”


Sabine made a short noncommittal noise. When he looked at her again, she had her fists tucked under her chin, her face completely relaxed.


Stars, she looked cute. And he wanted to touch her.


Ezra cleared his throat self-consciously and looked away from her, tapping his fingers on the covers. He was wide awake again.


“Shh,” she hissed sharply. “I was having a good dream.”


“What was it about?” he asked.


“The beach. Tropical water. Lots of blue.”


Thinking of Sabine in a swimsuit was not going to help him get to sleep any faster. Ezra swallowed, his throat dry. “Sounds nice.”


“It was. I’m cold. Warm me up.”


He desperately wished it were an invitation rather than an order. He knew better than to disobey, though. Readjusting onto his side, he reached out to her…and hesitated.


What exactly did she mean? Was he allowed to touch her like this? Just reach out and pull her close? Or was she the one setting the rules and limits with all of this? He wasn’t sure.


Wetting his lips, his chest tightening around his racing heart, he said, “Can I touch you again, then? Is that okay?”


“That’s the whole point of this, Ezra.”


She still had her eyes closed, which he was grateful for, because he wasn’t sure he could make eye contact with her right now. Gathering his courage, he put his arms around her and pulled her into him, closing his eyes, too, as their foreheads gently touched.


“G’night,” he murmured. “Again.”


“Don’t get up again, or I’ll hurt you,” she replied. Ezra smiled, but then it dropped clean off his face and his eyes widened when she pushed her leg between his. He knew why – seeking extra warmth – but he wished she wouldn’t, for…reasons.


“Sabine, um – ”


“Shhhh, I’m trying to sleep.”


Ezra closed his mouth and grit his teeth together. He was not going to survive this night, of that he was sure at this point. All the things he’d been through in his life, and this was the thing that was going to do him in. Closing his eyes, not focusing on the feel of her body against his (especially her knee), not focusing on the scent of her, he thought of battles and injuries and reviewed lightsaber forms in his head.


It. Didn’t. Work.


Without meaning to, Ezra released a moan of misery, and Sabine startled. Her eyes opened as humiliation poured through him.


“What is your problem?” she demanded. “You sound like an animal dying.”


And he was, really. He was dying inside, being this close to her, being in her bed, her skin melted against his and his arms clutching her tight. He wished this were more natural, that it was easy for him and that they did this all the time.


But they didn’t, and they wouldn’t, and he needed to go.


Ezra cleared his throat, stalling and gathering courage. “I should go,” he said. He meant it to come out confident, but instead, he spoke barely above a whisper. Sabine blinked at him.


“Go?” she repeated. “Why? I’m warm.”


Again, Ezra swallowed as he stared into her eyes, and his heart thundered, and he couldn’t believe it but sweat had actually gathered on his forehead.


“Um,” he said, because nothing else came to mind.


“Go to sleep, Ezra.” Sabine closed her eyes and shifted a little, getting comfortable on the pillow again. With no other choice, Ezra blew out a breath and did the same. His forehead touched hers again, and he heard and felt her soft breaths. In, then out. In, out. After a moment, he felt comfortable again, and something in the back of his mind, where her Force sense lived, zinged. His breath caught at the burn of her signature, and he sensed her move incrementally closer to him. He responded without thinking, doing the same, and he held his breath, heart pounding so hard it hurt –


And then their lips connected, and he was kissing her.


He was kissing her.


Ezra couldn’t believe it. The feeling burst through his entire body, lighting up every nerve as her presence brightened, and boy, he wished she’d move her leg. She only broke from him for a second before curling her hand around his head and pulling him toward her to kiss her again. It quickly increased in intensity, far faster than he would have guessed. Gaining confidence, Ezra rolled her onto her back and took a breath before pressing his lips to hers once more, not wanting to stop until he couldn’t breathe. He’d imagined this quite a bit, played through dozens of different scenarios, daydreamed about it for years. But nothing, nothing, compared to the real thing, to actually touching her lips, feeling her tongue sliding along his, her strong body pressed below his. His body shook, trembling at her touch and with the desire that had burned bright and hot within him for so, so long. It was past oh-three-hundred in the morning, but Sabine seemed to be as awake as he, her hand rubbing up his arm, setting off sparks there, too.


Finally, she turned him so that he was on the opposite side as before, his back to the wall, and she smiled. “You weigh more than I expected,” she said.


“Expected?” he echoed, shocked. “You’ve thought about this?”


Sabine just smiled again and tucked herself into his chest. “Goodnight, Ezra.”


“G’night,” Ezra replied, his own smile spreading across his face. And then he laughed.


“What?” she asked.


“Well,” he said, “I’m definitely warm now.”


Triggered: Prequel: Moving In
Chapter Summary: 6 months after they got together, Ezra and Sabine move into their first home on Lothal.
Chapter Notes:  February 24, 2021: I actually wrote “Triggered, Pts. 1 & 2” before I wrote this one-shot, and there’s more backstory in Pt. 1 than here. Things might be a bit repetitive. If you haven't read those two parts, Pt. 1 is pretty melancholy; Pt. 2 is sweet. This prequel is melancholy as well. There's nothing actually triggering in it; it just goes in the 'verse.


The house is tiny, more of a bungalow. It’s perfectly square with a small kitchen to one side and a bedroom at the back. There’s a single refresher.


It’s perfect.


Sabine had nine boxes. Ezra was shocked, actually. He didn’t think she’d have so much. He, on the other hand, had one single, standard-size box.


The house was a gift from Ryder Azadi, something he’d purchased for them no matter how hard they’d protested and said no. It was a great price, he’d said, not to be worried about. Lots of people had chipped in to pay for it, and what was more, it was fully furnished. It turned out it had belonged to an old lady who had passed away and left it to the city. She had wanted it to go to a good home, and Ryder had jumped at the opportunity. After he’d talked to her neighbors and friends, he’d known Ezra and Sabine were the right people for it.


“She’d want you to have it,” he’d said. “It would have made her so happy.”


Ezra didn’t usually like to speak for the dead, but running his hands along the walls and getting a sense of the woman, he knew Ryder was right.


“You’re not doing anyone any good standing there,” Sabine grunts as she brings in another box. Ezra frowns.


“And you’ve got way too much stuff,” he returns. “I brought one box and a duffel.”


“Your ego takes up the rest of it. I’ve got all my art supplies, my makeup, my weapons, my clothes, and various junk from my childhood.”


“You never struck me as the sentimental type.”


“I’m sentimental about my weapons.”


Ezra smiles, even though he’s not sure if she’s joking or not.


They just had dinner with Hera and Zeb earlier. Hera had really wanted to see the new place and, most of all, stock them up with things they’d need (though Ezra wasn’t entirely sure where the credits were flowing from). It ended up being a good thing, because now they have a full pantry and cooler and sundries like towels, sheets, detergent, and dishes – stuff he never would have thought of. Sabine might have, but he would’ve been fine just sleeping on the bare bed, even if it did belong to an old lady.


Sabine comes back to the doorway after setting the box down, and Ezra catches her around the waist and spins her. She laughs, and he smiles again and presses her gently against the frame.


“So,” he says quietly.


“So,” she replies, smiling back and resting her hands on his shoulders. The playfulness in her eyes tells him she knows what’s on his mind.


“Lothal tradition – ”


Those eyes immediately roll. “It’s not Lothal tradition to do what you’re thinking in a new house.”


Sabine moves away, and Ezra laughs. “Besides,” she says, “we need to get unpacked.”


“It’ll take me five minutes. I don’t have much.”


And he doesn’t. It’s weird hanging his one jacket and one other pair of pants up in the closet, putting away his shirts, underwear, and socks in the dresser. Right now he’s wearing relatively new clothes, a pair of casual pants in a light fabric that feels weird and foreign and untrustworthy (he’s used to thick fabric that protects him in battle), a thin shirt in a boring color, and a vest that doesn’t have any pockets for him to put anything. He keeps having to remind himself that he doesn’t need to put anything in any pockets, doesn’t need to carry anything with him except identification, credits, and insurance. All things normal people carry with them. Not weapons and explosives and false ID and lockpicks and ancient laser swords only a handful of people in the entire galaxy can actually use. His lightsaber can stay home. So can his blaster.


Lothal was at peace.


Peace.


Just what he’d always wanted. What his parents had always wanted. What his whole family had dreamed of and fought for. Died for.


What his adopted family had fought for, too.


What Kanan had fought and died for…


Rubbing the back of his neck, lost in thought, Ezra walks out of the bedroom to see Sabine sorting their new dishes into the cabinets in the kitchen. He allows a smile to come to his face as he crosses his arms and ankles and sags against the doorway. This is a weird future, and it’s not the one he thought he’d have. But then, he wasn’t exactly sure, a lot of times, that he’d even have a future at all. It’s been six months they’ve been together, and just a little longer than that since he came back from the Unknown Regions. They didn’t wait long to become involved. It all happened very quickly, in a total blur.


Sabine finishes her task, turns, and sees him staring. “What?” she asks.


“Nothing,” Ezra says, and again rubs the back of his neck, thinking. “Um…” But there really is nothing to say. “Nothing.”


Sabine nods, and she doesn’t push it. She knows him better than to do that.


---


Ezra doesn’t sleep well that night, despite the open windows and Lothal’s familiar night air in his lungs. Sabine never has trouble sleeping – she’s always on alert, even when deep asleep – but this peacefulness has Ezra on edge. He wakes a couple hours after they turn in, and when he sits up, he’s surprised to find a sheen of cold sweat coating his body. Letting out a quiet sigh, he leans over to grab his discarded pants from the floor, swings his legs out, and pulls them on. Then he leaves the bed and quietly pads over to the window to look out into the night. It’s clear, the moons shining brightly, and the night air feels good. He closes his eyes and breathes deeply, arms posted straight on the windowsill, and his mind cards back through a kaleidoscope of early memories.


“Ezra?”


He looks over his shoulder. Sabine is sitting up in bed, looking worried. “You all right?”


“Yeah, I’m just… Couldn’t sleep.”


She turns the covers back and stands. She’s clad only in his undershirt and nothing else. Ezra’s fourteen-year-old self would have seized up and passed out at this vision if he’d known this was in his future. Sabine comes around the bed and toward him, and Ezra welcomes her into his arms. Leaning down, he gives her a kiss.


“You have my shirt on backwards,” he murmurs.


“Mm, wasn’t really paying attention to that earlier,” she replies. He chuckles and folds her into his embrace, relishing the feeling of her skin against his bare chest. “What’s bothering you?” she asks.


“This is just so…” He trails off. He can’t find the right word. “Unusual,” he decides.


“Peace?”


“Yeah. It makes me sort of uncomfortable.”


She nods against his chest. “I get that.”


“I mean, it’s what I’ve wanted, but…I don’t trust it.”


“Mmhm. Same.” Then, slowly, Sabine pulls away from him, and he reluctantly lets her put just that little bit of distance between them. She’s still holding him, but she wants to catch his eye. In that moment, a series of images from their future flashes through his mind, but they’re too fast to truly see and sort out. Sabine’s eyes narrow, just briefly. “What do you want?” She’s curious.


Ezra reaches up to run his fingers back through her hair at her left temple. “I don’t know,” he murmurs. “Besides being with you.”


“You’ve already achieved that goal.”


He laughs without meaning to; it’s such a blunt, unromantic response to his very romantic comment. “I know. I just meant… Whatever. You know what I meant.”


Sabine smiles a little. She did know what he meant.


“I want to get used to a calm life,” Ezra says. “I don’t expect the New Republic will leave us alone ever.” She doesn’t reply; she knows they won’t. “Yeah, I guess I just want peace. And happiness.”


Sabine’s hand trails down his arm to clasp his hand, fingers interlacing with his. “There’s nothing wrong with that. It’s okay to want that, to let yourself want that. I want that, too. We just need to give ourselves time.”


Ezra sighs, kisses her on top of her head, and holds her tight with his other arm. She’s right, of course (she usually is). It’s going to take time to get used to this, but he thinks it’s something he would like to get used to.


After another moment, Sabine nudges him. “Come on,” she says. “Let’s get back to bed.”


They return to their bed, curling close to one another. It’s nice to sleep in a real bed, not a ship’s berth or an uncomfortable cot or bunk.


It’s nice to share a bed with someone else.


Someone he loves.


He hasn’t said the words yet. Neither has she. He doesn’t know what he’s waiting for; he suspects he’s afraid. If he says them, if he makes them real, the universe could hear and take her. It’ll take much more time for her, and much as he longs to hear those three words fall from her lips, he is willing to wait for them. To give her time and space. After all, he’s known how he’s felt much longer than she.


Slowing his breath, focusing on it like he used to all the time in meditation, Ezra closes his eyes, and soon, he eases off to sleep.


Triggered
Chapter Summary: An old Imperial building that is to be converted to a school triggers Ezra’s PTSD, and he has trouble coming down from it. (Sabine, of course, is there to help.)
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“How do you pick up the threads of an old life? How do you go on, when in your heart you begin to understand...there is no going back? There are some things that time cannot mend. Some hurts that go too deep…that have taken hold.”


 ~The Lord of the Rings: The Return of the King (2003)


Sometimes it’s a smell, a sound, a voice, a touch, something he thinks he sees out of the corner of his eye but really doesn’t, and that’s all it takes and his mind reverses in time to a particular moment, good or bad, and he’s back there again. A spice his mom used to cook with, a mechanical whine too similar to a TIE fighter, a branch snapping back across his left cheek. Anything to do with fire. His chest tightens, his pulse quickens, his breathing turns shallow. Immediately he falls back into the old pattern of searching for danger with all of his senses, reaching out through the Force as he looks and listens. Things are always okay in the end, but old habits die hard.


This time, it’s an abandoned Imperial complex outside Capital City on Lothal. The Empire itself fell two years ago, and the planet has been free for seven, but there is still an immense amount of work to be done. Sabine had cared for Ezra’s home the entire time he’d been away in the Unknown Regions with Thrawn, and she had made it a better place. When he’d come back, he’d been in awe of all she had done. Not that he’d been surprised, really. I know I can always count on you. He’d wanted to kiss her right there when he’d seen what she’d done, and when he saw the proud smile on her face, and how happy she was that he was happy… But the time wasn’t right, so he hadn’t. Later, he’d told himself. There will be time later. After we talk.


They’re meeting with local government officials and philanthropists. It’s him, Sabine, Ryder Azadi, and, for a reason Ezra has yet to discern, Vizago. It’s warm and humid now, the sun pale above them, wind blowing through the grasses.


“As you can see, it hasn’t gotten much use,” Mayor Vaytra says, gesturing around the nearly pristine hallway. “Efforts being more focused on Capital City and all.”


“This would be worth much more as scrap,” Vizago comments bluntly, never one for finesse or tact. “I could get you a fair price.”


Vaytra narrows his eyes, as if he, too, is unsure why the Devaronian’s presence is needed. “We were thinking more like…a school.” He keys his datapad, and an image flashes up. “These are the concept drawings.”


Vizago rolls his own eyes and opens his hands. “You see treasure one way, I see it another.”


“What kind of school?” Ezra asks, both to end that particular line of conversation and to take his mind off the tightness in his chest. Being here is doubly triggering: it brings back all his nasty memories of all the nasty garrisons and Imperial bases he’s been in (either against his will or voluntarily), and it reminds him of the education he never got. It makes him think about his sloppy, childish handwriting that combines upper- and lowercase letters (and occasionally a character from another alphabet) and takes up too much space on a page. It reminds him of trying to get through chapter books meant for nine-year-olds when he was fifteen. He can see the cover of the first book, one about a time-traveling puppy who met historical figures. Halfway into the first chapter, right as Muffin Roll was about to meet one of the very first Jedi, the Ghost crew got pulled into a surprise run for their lives.


Muffin pawed at the blue rings of light. Could it really be? A time tunnel? His owner Jax had talked about them, but…they were real?


“Ezra!” Hera snapped from the cockpit. “Need you on the nose gun!”


“I’m on it.” He shut off the reader and ran out of his cabin. Once seated in the gun, he pulled the trigger once, twice, three times, and blasted a TIE fighter to bits.


A minute ago he’d been reading about a magical puppy dog. Now he was killing someone.


“Does it matter?” Vizago responds to Ezra’s question.


“Would you like to wait outside?” Sabine snaps, putting her fists on her hips and glaring at the big Devaronian. “Either contribute or leave.”


Vizago shakes his head and rolls his eyes again. Truly, Ezra has no idea what he’s doing here.


“We thought it would be a good home for at-risk youth,” the president of the leading nonprofit says in a gentle voice. She’s a tall, older woman with gray hair cropped close, and she puts her hand between Ezra’s shoulders and guides him forward. “Children not so unlike yourself, when you were young.”


“You could call it The Ezra Bridger School for Problem Children,” Vizago puts in.


Ezra wrinkles his nose. “Please don’t call it that.”


Vizago shrugs. “I was trying to contribute.”


“Mali, how far would the reach be for this school?” Ryder asks. The president starts reeling off statistics, but Ezra’s mind has wandered again. Her group is called For the Youth, and she is passionate about what she does. He is glad someone like her is here on Lothal, caring for these kids and looking after them.


“If this one is successful,” she finishes up, “we could establish chapters all over Lothal.” She turns a smile upon Ezra. She’s much taller than him. “We really would love to name it after you, Jedi Bridger.”


He waves his hands at her. “Please, really, don’t. I’m not…I’m not really one for big names and…” He looks around, thinking about his name on something like this. “I didn’t do anything.”


Mali’s smile grows. “Well…”


“Maybe you could have people bid on a name, or something,” Ezra suggests, his mind working furiously trying to get her onto another track. Anything to avoid The Ezra Bridger School. “Y’know, raise money for supplies, or, um, uniforms or food, or…something. Whoever bids the highest gets to name it.”


“That’s a wonderful idea. We’ve never done something like that. It’ll take a good year to get this converted to a school, recruit students, hire teachers and staff, et cetera, so we’ll have plenty of time to plan a fundraiser. Will you come?”


Well, now he had to. “Yes, of course,” he says, not that he wants to. It isn’t really his thing.


“Wonderful. I’ll keep everyone here apprised of the details.”


“Thank you. And thank you for this,” Ezra says as he gestures around to encompass the building itself and their little group inside it. “For doing all this. For caring so much.”


The group leaves the building, each going to their respective vehicles and then their own separate ways. Ezra folds his arms as he and Sabine draw up to Vizago’s landspeeder.


“I thought you hated children,” Ezra says. “I remember very, very clearly, that you said you hated children.”


Vizago shrugs again, palms upturned. “I do hate children. They’re terrible. But once a year I like to cleanse my soul and do something good, and this was the least painful thing I could think of.”


“I see. Later, Vizago. Don’t get in too much trouble.”


Vizago just chuckles, and Ezra does not feel reassured. He shakes his head, turning his back on the Devaronian and heading toward his and Sabine’s speeder. He hops over the side, starts the speeder, and pulls up a map to refresh his memory on how to get back home. He’s only ever been out to this area once or twice and isn’t all that familiar with it. That being said, he could’ve figured out how to get back without the map. He just…needs something to focus his attention on.


It’s a good thing. The school. No, it’s great. It’s great, really. He knows it is. And the fact that the Lothal government is involving him in all these decisions is great, too. But Ezra can’t help the fact that sometimes – only sometimes – he just wants to be left alone, and left out of these matters. He doesn’t want to be on everyone’s quick-call list every time they come across a remnant of the Empire and want to convert it to positive use. More than once he’s referred callers to the local Church of the Force and had congregants pray over a site rather than go visit it himself. At the end of the day, there is only so much he can take anymore. There is only so much of Jedi Ezra Bridger to go around.


As they drive, he taps the fingers of his left hand on the top of the door. The speeder is an open-air model, old, not the most pleasing thing to look at with its dull chassis in need of a paint job and smudged windows, but it’s theirs. They own it. The fresh air feels good after being inside that Imperial facility.


Sabine doesn’t say anything until they’re back inside Capital City and a Chagrian honks at Ezra when he waits too long at a light. Glancing in his mirror, he sees the other driver flick out his forked black tongue in a show of authority. Some bigwig, probably.


“You okay?” Sabine asks. “You’re quiet.”


Ezra lifts one shoulder in a mild shrug. He doesn’t want to talk about it. “No, it’s…you know. Those places.”


“Yeah, I don’t like being in them any more than you do.” She turns her head to look back over her shoulder. “You just missed our turn.”


“Shavit.” He swings the speeder around to another lane to backtrack. The Chagrian honks again.


“Any idea what Vizago was doing there?” Sabine asks. “Can’t have been something altruistic.”


“I doubt it was, but I didn’t get the sense that he was there to do any harm.” Ezra shrugs again, focusing on that thought for a moment. “Maybe he’s changed.”


Sabine scoffs and crosses her arms. “Vizago? No.”


Ezra smiles at her response, and a few minutes later, they’re home. The neighborhood is small, old, out of the way. Their lot has plenty of tree cover and is very private, and the house itself, while tiny, is perfect for them (they really don’t need much). Ryder found it, and he refused to take payment of any kind for it. His people had fixed it up, gotten Sabine and Ezra all they’d needed, and they were good to go.


Walking through the door and putting his keys down on the shelf next to it still haven’t become normal to him, not even a year later. He suspects these things never will. Because he’s not used to that kind of life, and right after he sets his keys down, he pulls his lightsaber out from an inside pocket of his jacket, where it’s been concealed, and lays it next to the keys. He doesn’t wear it out in the open when he’s home. There’s just something about Lothal, about his home, that makes him just want to blend in to the surrounding fabric. Maybe a sense of longing for easier times, if there really ever were any.


“So are you gonna spill,” Sabine says as she drops onto the couch, puts her feet up on the table, and crosses ankles and arms, “or am I going to have to drag it out of you?”


Ezra sighs and sits in a chair off to the side of the couch. “It was all of it,” he says. “The Imperial facility, turning it into a school… I just don’t know if there’s ever going to be a time when that part of our lives doesn’t touch us anymore.”


“There won’t be. We’re still fighting it. We have to go back to Chandrila next week for whatever it is Leia wants.”


“Right.” Ezra lowers his head and closes his eyes, massaging his temples and trying not to think too hard about anything or let any one emotion tug him down its path. “Sometimes I wish…sometimes I think about…you and me just leaving, just taking our ship and going somewhere, not looking back…”


“You know we can’t do that.”


The words aren’t meant to be harsh, nor are they meant to be a surprise. Still, they slash at the feeble flicker of hope he sometimes feels when, late at night as he lies awake, he thinks about them running away together, and he feels it almost, almost could happen. But like every morning that comes after those thoughts, so too does reality catch up with him now, and the wish dissolves like smoke in front of him.


“I know,” he says, and he is surprised by how hollow his voice sounds. How quiet. He stands again and heads toward their bedroom at the back of the house. It’s not a long walk, and he has to pass Sabine to get there, so it doesn’t even make sense. It’s like he’s trying to escape, but has nowhere to escape to.


“Ezra,” she murmurs from behind him, standing from the couch as he passes. He stops in the open doorway, his back to her, and her hand slides onto his shoulder. His fists clench, briefly, then relax, and he turns back to her.


“I’m happy for the school,” Ezra says. “It’s one of the first things we talked about doing, and I’m happy to see it being done. The students, they’ll… They deserve it, and if it saves even one kid from becoming like me… But…being there…seeing the drawings…seeing the command room turned into the cafeteria and conference rooms and officers’ quarters turned into classrooms and staff offices…” He swallows, his throat tight, trying to hold onto his emotions. “I – ”


“I understand,” Sabine interrupts gently, laying her hand against his cheek – the scarred one. “It’s triggering for you. It brings everything back.”


“I never got to go to school for very long, and an Imperial base still looks like a base no matter how nice or friendly you try to make it or how many cute motivational loth-cat posters you hang up…”


Ezra stops, and Sabine waits, giving him his space, giving him time. Some things can’t ever be fixed. He’s talking to someone, a military trauma specialist, not because he wants to but because Hera wants him to. (Seriously, what could this woman possibly know about how he’s grown up, or the burdens upon him?) Kanan would want him to talk to someone, too, so…he is.


“How am I supposed to teach anyone what I know, when there’s so much I don’t know?” Ezra asks. Looking down and reaching out, he lays his fingertips gently against Sabine’s abdomen. “How am I supposed to be a good father?” he adds so quietly, it’s barely audible.


Sabine covers his hand with hers, and he looks up to see her smiling. “You do the best you can. It’s not all about what you read in books or hear a teacher say. And you have seven more months to learn as much as you can.”


Ezra looks down again, reaching out with the Force and connecting to the teeny presence below his fingers. It’s so small, but so bright and strong already, and he knows it’s Force-sensitive by the way it flinches away from the foreign touch to its mind.


“Try not to worry,” Sabine says. “We’re not alone in this.”


“Yeah, I know.” He takes a deep breath and lets it out again as he places his other hand on her stomach. It’s flat as ever now, but soon, in another month, it’ll start to curve into his palms. Sabine pulls him down for a kiss then, and she turns and pulls him back to the bed. She lies on her back, and he joins her on his side, his fingers brushing along her abdomen.


“I hope he doesn’t ever go through what we went through,” Ezra says. “I hope the galaxy can stay free, and peaceful.”


“It’s not going to be easy, whatever path he chooses,” Sabine says, rubbing her hand along Ezra’s arm. “But he won’t be born in an enslaved galaxy.”


Ezra nudges the bottom of her shirt aside to press a kiss to her bare stomach. Her hand drifts through his hair, and it’s so still and quiet, that he fights the urge to feel paranoid that there is some danger lurking out there, some trap, something about to go wrong. Sabine reaches down and takes his hand.


“We’re safe,” she assures him quietly. “Our son will be safe.”


Ezra closes his eyes and rests his head on her chest. She’s right (she usually is). It’s just going to take time, time that he’ll never have. The New Republic is always going to want something from him, Luke Skywalker is always going to want something from him, Lothal is always going to want something from him. He’s happy with the way things are, but sometimes, he doesn’t know how much more he can give. How much more is left of him to give.


“I love you, Sabine,” he murmurs against her chest. She kisses the top of his head, cradling him, and her touch soothes him, lulling him into comfort and peace.


When he wakes, Sabine is gone and there’s a blanket draped over him. It’s still sunny, a few birds are chirping, and their neighbor Hattie is shouting at the resident stray loth-cats. He’s safe, Lothal is free, and all is right in the world. For a moment, he burrows into the blanket, focusing on the feel of the fabric against his face. It’s Mandalorian, something Sabine brought back from Krownest, and it’s a reminder of the fact that they are together. Most days, he still can’t believe it, even though it’s been a year and a half.


Ezra smiles against the blanket, takes a deep breath, and sits up. Then he leaves the bedroom, and he rejoins Sabine.


Chapter End Notes: In this ’verse, Sabine and Ahsoka found Ezra after 6 months, and they got together pretty quickly after that. Moved into the house after 6 more months and so have been living there a year.
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The nurse places the tiny bundle in Ezra’s waiting arms.


“Here you go, Dad.”


The newborn has his eyes closed, but his little fists move against his teeny chest, and sweet sounds come from his throat. He looks very grumpy. Sabine watches with a tired smile from the hospital bed, still looking as beautiful as the day Ezra met her. He’s already given the baby his first hair wash, and he smells so good. His hair is dark brown like Sabine’s natural color, though she’s had it in a blue gradient for most of the pregnancy. Blue for boy, and blue for Ezra’s eyes, which she said she hoped the baby would get. Right now, though, a little hat covers his head, and he’s swaddled in a standard hospital blanket.


“He’s so…small,” Ezra observes. The nurse chuckles.


“Well, he had to fit in there somehow,” she says, “and your girlfriend’s not that big.” She pats Ezra’s shoulder. “Let me know if you two need anything.”


The doctor comes in a few minutes later to check on Sabine. “Doing great, honey,” she says to her. Then to Ezra, “Your wife did fantastic. Can’t say I’ve ever delivered a baby from a Mandalorian woman. Toughest woman I’ve ever met.”


“That she is,” Ezra agrees. When the doctor leaves, Ezra focuses on her words. Your wife. They’re actually not married yet, not for any particular reason other than they just haven’t gotten around to it. It’s not that they don’t want to; it’s just that other things always seem to come up, and Ezra has wanted to do it right. Ask Sabine the right way, get her the right thing, have the right ceremony.


“You’ve got that smile on your face again,” Sabine says into his musings.


“What smile?” Ezra asks, running his finger down the infant’s soft cheek. He has never felt anything softer.


“You like when people call me your wife.”


Ezra’s smile grows. “I do.” Then he gets up and carries the sleeping infant to Sabine, who eagerly takes him into her arms and nuzzles into him.


“Hi, Caleb,” she coos. “Hi, little boy.”


Ezra cups his hand around the tiny head, which has already instinctively turned into its mother. He catches fleeting glimpses of their son’s life through the Force, and while it’s amazing, it also spikes worry and fear. He’ll have Luke Skywalker to help him, but how is he supposed to train his own child to become a Jedi?


Does he even want him to become a Jedi?


Ezra shakes his head, jostling the thoughts so they go away. He’s only twenty-five, and it just feels so…young. Caleb’s little tongue comes out of his mouth, which starts working.


“He’s hungry again,” Sabine says. “We should probably let Hera and the crew in soon. She keeps messaging you.”


“I know,” Ezra says, glancing at his comm. “Suppose we should call your mom as well.”


Sabine rolls her eyes. “Ah yes, need to introduce Countess Ursa to her mixed Mandalorian-Jedi grandchild born out of wedlock. She’ll love that.”


Ezra laughs. “Immaculate conception,” he suggests. “We are definitely not having sex.”


“Definitely not. Though it’s hands off for the next six weeks. Doctor’s orders.”


With another smile, Ezra leans down and kisses Sabine’s forehead. “Don’t worry about me. I’m just here to take care of you and Caleb.”


“You’ll be doing a lot of those Jedi meditations for tiredness when we’re up every two hours feeding him. Especially if he’s got your appetite.”


Ezra brushes his hand back over Sabine’s hair. “Whatever you need. I will miss the belly, though.”


“I was a pretty cute pregnant girl, I agree,” Sabine says, then checks the chrono on the wall. “We can’t really put this off much longer.”


Ezra sighs. “I know. Call her.”


Ursa answers immediately, as if she had been standing by waiting for the call. “Sabine!” she says with a bright smile. “You look wonderful.”


Sabine manages a tired smile of her own. “Thanks, Mother. The doctor said I was the quietest laboring woman she’d ever had the pleasure to help deliver.”


Ursa chuckles. “About what I’d expect from my Sabine. Now let me see my grandson.”


Ezra angles the projector to show the sleeping newborn, and Ursa coos appreciatively.


“He’s lovely,” she says. “He looks exactly like me.”


Ezra disagrees, but doesn’t say anything. Caleb absolutely has his chin, not Ursa’s. Tristan shoves into the frame.


“Lemme see my nephew,” he says, then frowns when he gets a good look. “Is that what they look like when they come out?”


“Manners, Tristan!” Ursa scolds.


“Gods, Tristan,” Sabine says with a roll of her eyes. “You’re an idiot. I’m not letting you near my son.”


Alrich grabs Tristan’s shoulder and moves him out of sight of the viewer. “He’s wonderful, Sabine. We can’t wait to meet him.”


“A true Mandalorian,” Ursa says proudly, which is when Ezra sticks his head in front of the projector.


“And Jedi,” he says with a smile. “I contributed.”


Ursa’s smile turns into a frown. “Your contribution is noted. I am not ready to talk to you yet, Bridger. You have broken with generations of Mandalorian tradition.”


“Right, because no Mandalorian has ever had premarital sex ever,” he mutters with an eye-roll.


For a moment, Ursa looks scandalized, as if this is new information to her. “I’m not talking about that. Well, not just that.”


“I think Caleb needs a diaper change,” Sabine cuts in. “We’ll talk to you later, Mother. Bye.” She cuts the connection and looks over at Ezra with a sheepish expression. “You know Mom,” she remarks.


But Ezra just smiles. “I do indeed. That went better than I expected, to be honest.”


“You should comm Hera now. She’s got to be about ready to go crazy.”


“Will do.”


He does, and only a few moments later, Zeb’s heavy, lumbering footsteps can be heard coming down the hall. Hera bursts in before him, a giant grin on her face, which turns into a gasp when she sees the baby.


“He’s beautiful!” she gushes. “I am so happy for you two.”


“He’s got a smushy face,” Zeb comments, looking a bit confused.


“He just came out of a body,” Sabine replies. “Cut him some slack. I’m sure you didn’t look any better as a newborn Lasat.”


“Wrong. I was adorable. My ears were huge.”


“Ezra was a super cute baby.”


“What happened?” Zeb asks, before bursting into laughter. Ezra scowls at him, and a nurse comes in to shush Zeb.


Hera breaks in. “When are you going home?”


“Tomorrow,” Sabine answers. “Everything is set up. Thanks for all the help.”


“Of course. I can stay for as long as you need me to.”


“Thanks, Hera. It’ll be a big help.”


“So when does it start doing things?” Zeb asks as he studies the newborn with a frown on his face. “It’s not very interesting.”


“First off,” Sabine says, “it is a he, and second, human babies don’t do much for months.”


Zeb looks disappointed. “Oh. Well…let me know when he does. Then Uncle Zeb can start teaching him some things.”


Ezra laughs and pats Zeb's giant arm. “Not sure how much we want you teaching our kid, big guy.”


“Better he learns how to pick up girls from me than from you.”


With a grin on his face, Ezra throws Sabine a cheeky wink. “I think I did all right.”


Sabine is starting to doze off, and Hera takes the hint. “We’ll get going,” she says quietly. “Let us know when you get settled at home, and we’ll be over to help.”


“Not me,” Zeb says. “I don’t change diapers.”


“Oh, don’t worry,” Hera says with a wink of her own. “I’ve already programmed Chopper.”


The Little Things / Want
Chapter Summary: There are so many little things Ezra does to show Sabine how much he cares about her. How deep his feelings go. And he wants.
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Ezra shows Sabine he loves her in tiny ways. Pouring her cup of caf and fixing it the way she likes in the morning (he heard her complain two years ago on Ord Mantell about someone doing it wrong). Teaching himself rudimentary Mando’a (and a slew of curses) so he can understand some of what she says. Volunteering for tasks she hates doing.


They’re things that, added up over the years, are all but a love letter to her, a giant, blazing sign over his head that telegraphs how he feels.


She never acts on it, never does anything besides thank him, sometimes, though it’s at the point now, when they’ve known each other coming on four years, that they work so seamlessly together that when he hands her that cup of caf in the morning, she takes it as if they’ve been a couple for years.


Ezra tries not to think of it that way. He’s seen battle partners in action who have fought together for a long time, and he and Sabine are just like that. They’re good partners.


If she ever does anything back, he doesn’t notice. What he notices is that little ache that’s always been there right next to his heart, that want of her, of more. The daydreaming, when missions are slow and he’s on his back outside surrounded by the living world, staring up at the sky with his hands behind his head, wondering, ankle crossed over his knee and foot tapping as he thinks. Then she’ll come up behind him, drop down beside him maybe, and it’s all gone, but she’s sitting a little too close, her knee touching his head, and she doesn’t have any place to be but she’s chosen to be by him…she’s chosen him…and he wonders…maybe…


Sabine always brushes it off. Ezra has tried asking her, pushing on it just a little, just to test, to see… Don’t you have other, cooler people you could be hanging out with? he asks, when she finishes sewing up a small tear in his jacket.


Yeah, but they’re busy.


So you chose me, huh. Haha.


Eye roll. Maybe you should choose your words more carefully.


Ezra never knows what she means. What any of it means. If there is a hidden message there, a code he doesn’t have the key to. She is an enigma, something he can never quite figure out, but stars, he wants to. He knows so much about her, has moved up in her esteem to be her best friend, but there is still this part of her that is unknowable. She tells him things he thinks no one else knows, not even Hera, when the hour is late and they’re up talking. She takes the blame when he makes a dumb decision on a mission, helping him save face in front of Rebel Command. She covers for him when he sees a Zabrak with similar tattoos to Maul’s, which triggers him so badly, he can’t face anyone for twenty minutes. When he comes back and everyone asks how his stomach is and gives him a hard time about how “we warned you not to go to that sketchy diner down the road,” he wishes Sabine had made a more graceful excuse for him.


But he’s grateful all the same.


Nights off-mission are when Ezra’s loneliest. Sure, Zeb is almost always there, but it’s those times in his bunk, when the blanket doesn’t quite ward off the chill of outer space, when he has too much in his mind because he’s processing the details of a recent mission and what his report is going to be, or feeling nervous about an upcoming one, or worse, when he has nothing to think about at all, that he feels the most alone. It’s funny, he thinks, that someone can be a meter below him, and he still feels alone.


Because it’s her hands that he wants, her mouth, her body; warm skin on his, a kiss, a touch that makes him gasp. He wants her company, just the two of them alone, and he wishes she loved him back. That a playful punch in the shoulder meant something more; that when he catches her in his arms when she falls doing something dangerous, or she asks him for a boost, that feeling her body against his didn’t burn him; that she ever, just once, felt the same way. Even a little.


It’s ironic, he always thinks as he turns over onto his back, knowing he’s not getting much sleep tonight because dark memories are plaguing him, that other guys, normal guys, would probably sell their own mothers to have his powers. To be able to literally move whole spaceships or yank planets out of orbit with their minds. (Well. In theory.) To do that just to impress a girl.


And he can’t do it.


She’s never been impressed.


Her respect is enough, he tells himself as he stretches out his hand above his face, levitating random objects in the cabin near the ceiling and watching them dance to his command. It makes him smile sometimes, when he doesn’t let himself get too down about things, to think about the odds. Him, a rare sentient in the galaxy, thrown together with her, someone who could not care less about it.


Then his eyelids start to feel heavy, and he puts his hand back behind his head. The objects float back to their homes. He doesn’t even have to look anymore, and he’s half-distracted when he does it. How his powers have grown.


I can hear you thinking, Sabine would say if she saw him like this. Then he’d have to hastily bury his thoughts, like she somehow might know he was thinking about her.


Nothing in particular, he’d lie, forcing his body to stay relaxed as he sketched on the floor of her cabin, stretched out on his stomach.


She would shrug, not looking up from her own work. Okay.


But then her knee would bump his shoulder as she shifted, and Ezra would pause from his drawing and look up. Body loose, pencils coloring in whatever she’s drawn, her head tilting as she finds another angle to view the drawing, she would look like nothing bothers her. Like him screaming and aching and longing for her deep inside him was something she couldn’t hear.


But then he remembers…one time, she looked up, and her eyes caught his. She started to smile, must’ve seen his expression, and…her eyes went more serious.


What?


Ezra swallowed, hand tightening on the charcoal stick. You ever think…


And she stared back, her body completely rigid now. Her Force sense suddenly skittering over and around itself, tumbling, colorful.


Hesitant. Breathless.


And she swallowed, too.


I think, she said slowly, you think too much, Ezra Bridger.


And he nodded, crushed and burying that hurt, and returned to his drawing and the comfortable silence between them.


But then he started to wonder…and wonder a little more…if her words could mean…


Then her knee bumped his shoulder again, and it stayed there, and her warmth was anything but meaningless.
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“Thanks Firrik!”


Sabine threw down the brush, splatting dye on the counter. Hera might yell at her later, but she didn’t really care. The glob of dye that landed on her face was sliding down her cheek. If she didn’t clean it off right away, she’d have a bleach white splotch on her face for a month.


She grabbed for the towel around her shoulders with her left hand, her only usable one. Her right hand (and her dominant one, hence her mistake) was currently hanging inside a sling. Sabine had injured her shoulder a week ago. Not enough to break it, just dislocate it. Since it wasn’t a serious injury and the team wasn’t near any sort of well-equipped medical station for the Rebellion, she had to heal her shoulder the natural way.


Sabine had quickly found she was not as ambidextrous as she thought she was. Things like eating or brushing her teeth felt awkward. However, she could still draw with her left hand. And she always shot her blasters with both hands, so she considered that a fair trade.


However, now her task needed both hands. The hair dye sat on the counter in front of her. Normally, she’d do this in less than ten minutes, hide out in her room until her chrono went off, then rinse off in the shower. It had been a frustrating hour and she still couldn’t place the brush right to start on her roots.


Sabine sighed, putting down the towel. The rest of the crew was out scouting the Imperial complex they were planning on raiding (without her), so she had the ship to herself. She thought this would be the right time to re-dye her hair. The blue was starting to fade, and her natural hair was beginning to show.


“What the Loth-rats?”


She whirled around. Ezra stood in the doorway to the kitchen. He wore a surprised expression.


“Ezra!” she yelled. “What are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be out scouting?”


He stepped into the kitchen, looking over her shoulder at the mess of hair dye and brushes.


“The Imps caught me early, so I had to lie that I was lost. Hera told me to come back here. The others can finish up. So, white huh?”


She groaned, turning back around to the counter. “Yeah.”


“Want help?” He pointed to her sling and hurt shoulder.


Sabine blinked. The last thing she wanted was help. She was stubbornly trying to do this herself. She’d done it for years.


“Nope.”


“I think you do. I’ve got an idea. Stay here, I’ll be right back!” And he ran off. There was some loud scraping noises, then Ezra appeared again. He was dragging the wooden chair from the galley. He pushed it over the floor to the front of the sink.


“Ezra’s Salon, open for business!” He had an incredibly goofy grin on his face.


Sabine gave him a blank stare. “Never say that again.”


“Noted.”


“And I don’t need your help.”


“Got it. Sit down.”


He was being unbearably helpful. Sabine put her hand on her hip. “Have you ever dyed hair before?”


Ezra picked up the brush and bowl of dye, swirling it around with eager eyes. “Well, no. But I used to go with my mom when I was a kid to the salon. I’d watch other people get their hair done. I think if you tell me what to do, I can not mess it up too bad.”


Sabine’s face relaxed. He didn’t talk about his parents often. When he did it was always in a bad context. The small story of his mother was sweet. Sabine found herself turning and sitting down in the chair. The towel from before was draped over her shoulders.


“Okay,” Ezra said, “what first?”


“Roots.”


“Huh?”


She smacked her forehead in disdain. “Roots, the part of the hair nearest the scalp, Ezra. I was going to do my roots white and fade into a different color.”


He nodded. “Like how it was when we first met. Purple to orange, then blue to light blue, right?”


A smile grew on her face without her telling it to. “Right.”


Sabine explained the steps to him first, telling him not to use too much or too little. Ezra listened intently. It was kind of strange how eager he was to learn. But she smiled and rolled her eyes regardless.  


He started at the top of her head, where she told him to. Sabine explained how to section off her hair, working in layers.


“Just don’t get any on the skin around my face,” she warned, narrowing her eyes. “Or I’ll dye your hair in your sleep.”


Ezra laughed. “Come on, I’ve done way more complex things, I can handle a little hair dye.” He scooped a clump onto the brush, watching it fall back into the bowl.


She rolled her eyes. He brought the brush to her head; Sabine grabbed his wrist just before he placed the brush.


“Mess up my hair, Bridger, and I’ll mess you up.” Her tone was threatening.


She had gotten away with intimidating him when they were younger. The first few months after Ezra joined the Ghost crew, she quickly put him in his place. That didn’t stop him from developing a massively obvious crush on her.


But in recent years, as he got older, her threats didn’t phase him anymore. It wasn’t that he knew she wouldn’t follow through. Sabine had made the exact same threats to Zeb and Chopper and followed through on those. No, it was the Ezra no longer thought of her as superior to him. Their dynamic was more like Hera and Kanan’s now; equal parts give and take. Their banter reflected that.


That thought scared her.


Ezra started painting on the dye. With no mirror in the kitchen, Sabine just had to go by feeling to trust that he was doing it right. After applying the first section, he parted her hair and move on to another section. Sabine smirked. Ezra wasn’t wearing gloves. His hands were going to be dyed bright white. She’d wait to tell him that later.


“So, can I ask you something?”


She hesitated. “Um, sure?”


“You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to,” he clarified. Ezra leaned over her shoulder, face incredibly close to hers. She swallowed.


“Alright then.”


He thankfully returned to his task, speaking slowly. “Why do you dye your hair?”


It was a simple question that she had a very complex answer to.


“It’s a long story.”


He turned to her side, working above her ear. “Well, we’ve got time.”


Sabine sighed, closing her eyes for a moment.


“Well, you’ve met my family-“


“Oh, yeah.”


“-and you saw what it was like on the inside of the Imperial Academy firsthand. It was not the most conducive to creativity.”


“Mmhm.”


She ignored his musings. “I had my hair bright pink before I left for the academy. My mother and father were beside themselves on my ship day, I’ll never forget the looks on their faces,” she laughed, remembering how her mother cursed loudly in Mando’a.  “On my first day, my Commanding Officer pulled me aside and brought me to the in-house barber. They shaved my head.”


“What?” Ezra exclaimed, stopping his hands. “They forced you to shave your hair off?”


Sabine nodded stiffly, careful not to move too much. “Yup. And my hair was longer then. About to my shoulders. All gone in a few seconds. The pink was against Imperial regulations. But I went through with it, I knew if I refused or disobeyed it would reflect poorly on my family.”


She cracked a smile. “But the Empire couldn’t stop my hair from growing. By the time I ran away, it was about the length it is now. One of the first things I stole while on the run was a pack of blue dye. I don’t even think it was meant for hair. But I needed to evade capture, so changing my appearance was necessary.”


He stepped around her, going to her other side. “But” he began, “you wear a helmet most of the time.”


“Ah, how observant you are.”


“I try.”


Sabine smiled. “Well, you know how I paint my armor? My hair is the same. It’s a form of expression. Some people see it as being out of control. But I see it as a form of choice. I choose the colors; I choose when they change. If it’s the same for too long, I get bored. I like to keep switching it up.”


“You like surprising people.”


“Now you’re catching on.”


Ezra finished with her roots, setting the brush and bowl down. Sabine set a chrono to rinse.


 He began to wash his hands. “Can I ask another question?”


“If it's about how long your skin is going to be bleached, the answer is – a long time.”


He froze, looking down at the sink, and cursed. Sabine snorted. Ezra just shook his head and dried his hands off.


“I was going to ask if I could pick the other color for your hair.”


She stopped laughing. He wanted to pick the color. No one had ever picked the color for Sabine’s hair before. But it wasn’t like she had ever offered. Her hair was her domain.


But then she looked into his eyes. They weren’t mischievous or challenging. He knew how much something like this meant to her and he wanted to be a part of it. If it had been a year ago, he’d probably pick something horrible like green or yellow, but not now. Now, Ezra wanted to help.


Something passed between them. So many times, he had trusted her to watch his back in the field. So many times, she had put her life in his hands.


Ezra trusted her. He always had. It was Sabine who had to learn to let her guard down.


That was what he was asking; if she trusted him.


“Sure. The dye is in the bottom drawer of my bunk.”


He gave her a soft smile and left the kitchen. When he came back, he held the dye by the top, covering the cap indicating the color.


“What did you pick?”


The chrono went off and he smirked. “You’ll see. Let’s rinse out the white first.”


Sabine felt a little anxious but didn’t say anything. Ezra probably could sense it anyway.


It took a bit of maneuvering to get her head under the faucet. Ezra laughed as she rinsed out the dye. The water only had one setting: ice cold. She felt her teeth chattering. But a while later, the water eventually ran clear.


He ordered her back into the chair. This time Sabine complied with only mild protests and a rue gesture under her sling. He took the towel and squeezed out the rest of the water, running it back and forth over her head. She laughed as her hair was tossed around.


“Okay, next you mix the other dye and apply it only to the ends this time. It should be easier.”


“Got it. Close your eyes.”


“What? No.”


Ezra huffed, a little like a puppy who didn’t get petted like he wanted to. “The color is a surprise, remember?”


“Fiiiine,” she droned, shutting her eyes.


She heard him moving about the kitchen for a few moments. Then, a light tugging on her hair as he started brushing on the dye. He was gentle, more so than before. She could tell he wanted to do a good job.


“Can I ask you a question?” she said in a hopeful tone.


Ezra laughed once. “Go for it, Sabine.”


“What were your parents like?”


There was a small lapse in the brushing of her hair, but he eventually continued, asking solemnly, “what do you mean?”


She explained. “I know you were separated from them when you were seven. But, beyond doing those anti-Imperial radio broadcasts, I don’t know much about them. What did they do for a living? What was their favorite thing to eat? Did your dad make bad jokes like mine does?”


Getting Ezra to talk about his parents was rare. He usually only spoke to Kanan about them, and Sabine heard the stories by proxy. She had begun to learn that part of opening up to people is showing interest in getting to know them.


There was a smile in his voice when he answered, Sabine was glad for it.


“Ephraim and Mira Bridger, Lothal’s greatest up-and-coming architects,” he began. “I know they met in school. Both were born on Lothal. I used to watch as my dad would design building plans for affordable housing in the city. And skyscrapers that would have solar panels for siding to harness energy. He wanted to help reduce the need for fuel and pollution.”


Another turn around her head as he continued. “My mom was contracted to build new roads and highways for speeders. Most people in the city walked everywhere, so her job was to build bridges and overpasses for shipping and industrial transports.” Ezra laughed, “I remember one day telling her that a bridge made of candy would be so cool. I drew this horrible drawing of it.”


“Really? I wish I could’ve seen it!” Sabine exclaimed.


He moved to the top of her head, placing the dye gingerly as he could.


“Oh hell no! I do not need your expert eye critiquing my childhood scribbles!”


She pretended to pout. Ezra went on.


“Mom never made that candy bridge. But, she did name a bridge she designed ‘Sugershake Lane’ and that was pretty cool.”


Sabine smiled.


“I remember Dad made the best cookies. Mom could burn water. And Dad did tell jokes. They were never funny, but Mom always laughed. Probably just because he was being ridiculous.”


“It sounds like they really loved each other,” Sabine said in wonder before she could stop herself.


Ezra’s voice changed. It was more…vulnerable.


“Yeah, they did. Until the end.”


She dared to peek open an eye. He was done with the dye, having set to bowl out of sight in the sink. He was looking down and away from her. She set the chrono and stood up.


“Ezra,” she started. “I didn’t mean to make you sad talking about your parents.” She put a hand on his arm, waiting for him to speak again.


“I just miss them.”


“I know.”


“And I wish you could’ve gotten to know them yourself.”


Sabine met his eyes. “Me too. But, I got to know their son pretty well. He has his moments, but overall he’s pretty amazing.”


Ezra rolled his eyes and laughed at the rare Sabine Wren complement.


“Thanks.”


“Anytime.”


He placed his hand over hers. “You know what I realized?”


“Do not say that this color looked better on the bottle than in my hair.”


He ignored that. “We’ve got some pretty great parents on this ship too.”


Sabine felt like that was an understatement. Hera and Kanan felt like more than a second set of parents to her. They had taken her in at one of the lowest points in her life, without question. They had raised her and guided her to become something greater than what she was. Every day they inspired her to do better, to make a difference.


“Yeah, we do. Hera and Kanan got really lucky to have such great kids,” she said happily.  


“Agreed. I think they should appreciate us more often!”


They laughed together. Sabine was close enough to see the small dimples in his cheeks. When did they get so close?


His hand over hers suddenly felt warm. Sabine looked at it. Holding hands was one thing, but they normally wore gloves. They had taken them off to do her hair. She realized this was probably the first time they held hands, skin to skin.


She looked up at him. His gaze fell on her. They didn’t move. Sabine could only stare into those deep blue eyes. She never had gotten a fair look at them. They were the deepest blue, one that came from the ocean’s depths. Flecks of purple scattered around his pupils like from a night sky, creating a beautiful swirl of colors. Sabine leaned closer. Her heart picked up.


The lines of his scars were faded, but there. As an artist, Sabine loved seeing the perfection in imperfection. Reaching up, she traced the lines with her fingers. Ezra let her. He kept his eyes on her as if she was the only thing in the galaxy worth gazing at. Then one of his hands found the small of her back. Sabine felt him pull her closer. She tilted her head, waiting for his lips to meet hers.


The chrono went off with a loud beep. They sprang apart. Whatever spell had fallen over them broke, snapping them back to the kitchen of the Ghost. Sabine winced slightly at the quick motion, pain shooting down her arm. Ezra turned, scratching the back of his neck awkwardly. There was a pause as she reached over to turn off the chrono.


“We should-“


“Yeah.”


They worked together to rinse her hair again. Sabine didn’t feel as cold under the water this time, her face was rather warm. She kept her eyes shut again, so as not to get a glance at the color he picked.


She tried not to think about the fact that they almost kissed.


He ran the towel over her head again. They cleaned up the kitchen as best they could or face the wrath of Hera. Sabine watched Ezra drag the wooden chair back to the galley, laughing as he struggled to fit it back through the doorway.


When he was done, they stood together in the hallway. Sabine still held the towel over her shoulders. Ezra crossed his arms and smiled, looking at her hair with triumph.


“I’m only going to say this once,” she said gruffly, then more softly, “Thank you.”


He nodded. “Anytime. Can’t wait to see it dry. I think you’ll like it. I know I already do.”


Again she found herself staring at him. He was being genuine.


Was he always this nice and she never noticed? Or had something changed that she didn’t catch on to? Why was her heart suddenly fluttering in her chest? Sabine hadn’t noticed Ezra had grown, changed.


He rocked back and forth on his heels. “I’m going to try and contact the others, they should be back soon.” He turned swiftly towards the cockpit like he had done something wrong.


She watched him for a second. Should she dare? Well, he had been giving her surprise after surprise tonight. Might as well return the favor.


“Ezra?”


He paused before the automatic doors, looking back with slight caution. “Yeah, Sabine?”


“Next time we have the opportunity, don’t let a chrono stop you from kissing me.”


She whirled away, leaving him with his mouth hanging open and eyes comically wide.


The next morning, Sabine rose late. She’d never admit it, but she spent more time styling her hair than normal.


With it completely dry the colors popped. The white was a nice striking change. The purple Ezra had chosen was her signature shade. No doubt in her mind he chose it on purpose. It was blended perfectly. He had done a good job. Better than she could ever do with a bum shoulder. Heck, even with two perfectly working hands her hair wasn’t this great. She ran her fingers through her bangs, watching the purple strands fall across her forehead. Maybe, just maybe, having Ezra’s help was worth it.


Hera complimented her on the new look when she entered the galley. She was sipping caf. Zeb was reclined in the wooden seat, a datapad in hand. Ezra was next to Hera, trying to get Chopper to stay still so he could repair something damaged during the recon mission.  


“Thanks,” she said, yawning.


As she sat down, Ezra got up. She gave him a confused look.


“Wait, you did that with a bum arm? How? You should be resting!” Zeb scolded.


Sabine opened her mouth, trying to come up with something snappy to say when a cup of steaming caf was placed in front of her.


“She had help,” Ezra said with a smile, sitting back down.


And Sabine surprised herself by not trying to correct him. She accepted the caf happily.


End Notes: Hope you liked it! This idea came to me a while ago. Super big fan of Sabezra. Love their dynamic in the show and watching them grow. I thought they had such natural chemistry.
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A Loth-Cat named Ezra


The first time the beast had followed her home, Sabine Wren hadn't paid much attention to it. The prairies of Lothal were teeming with loth cats, and this one only seemed to be a particularly gregarious specimen.


The second time she had seen him at the foot of the tower. She was looking up at her, her smile broad on her dark little face. She could have been another loth-cat that had stumbled upon her but she Sabine had been certain right away that it was the same little animal that she had skipped after her two days before.


The following evening he had returned while she was enjoying the sunset sitting on the grass. He had crouched next to her waiting for a caress, staring at her with familiar green eyes. 


Sabine ran her hand over the bluish fur wondering why that way of looking at her reminded her of Ezra.


Maybe because everything lately reminded her of Ezra.


After that evening, she started bringing him a bowl of food and water and the loth-cat showed up on time for dinner every time.


And she had begun to wonder if it really was Ezra who had come back to her. Or at least a messenger from her.


After a few days, the loth-cat had slipped into the tower, jumped onto his bed and started to take care of his personal hygiene.


“Make yourself at home,” Sabine had laughed. “You have beautiful colours, do you know that?”


The next day the loth-cat had decided that he liked the place and that he would do her the courtesy of staying the night. Sabine had made room for him on the bed and the animal had curled up against her stomach.


"I think I'll call you Ezra," she said, scratching him between the ears as he fell asleep purring. 
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Chapter 1
Chapter Notes: See the end of the chapter for notes
It was that damn holocron. Sabine was sure of it. That was what had poisoned Ezra's mind, changed him, twisted him into something... frightening.


He was obsessed with the thing. Spent all his time hidden away in his room with it open, listening to its whispers. Sabine wasn't Force Sensitive, but the rancid vibes off the thing still permeated the ship, sticking to the walls like a spectre, a vague sense of unease and tension.


The tension had come to a head one night when Kanan had wandered in from his own self-imposed exile and caught him fiddling with it.


There had been such a frightful row between them that Sabine was convinced it would come to blows, watching fearfully from the doorway of her room as Ezra and Kanan shouted at each other, stung betrayal and hot anger in both their voices.


It had ended with Ezra storming off, screaming obscenities and invective about how no one else was going to protect them all from Maul, his boots making metal stomps as he thundered down the hallway.


The next day, the next thing they knew, he'd stolen the Phantom and disappeared, left the base entirely without so much as a goodbye.


Hera was angry, of course, but beyond that could do little about the situation, her million and one responsibilities with Phoenix Squadron taking her attention away from the missing Spectre. Zeb and Chopper had insisted on at least trying to go out and look for him, but with no resources and no idea where to start Sabine doubted they could convince the Twi'lek to let them make the attempt. And with Kanan still wallowing in his own guilt and self-blame, it didn't look likely that he'd pull himself together enough to do anything either.


So it fell to her.


Sabine poured over historical records and old data, looked through holos until her eyes were red from lack of sleep, compiling a list of possible places Maul could have gone, could have set up base. Dathomir, Concord Dawn, Mandalore itself... she considered all possibilities. Anywhere Crimson Dawn or Death Watch had reared their ugly heads was a potential place to check out. Maybe she didn't know Ezra anymore (Force she hoped she could snap him out of whatever deluded ideas had gotten into his head), but thanks to the hours of drilling from her mother's tutors, she knew Maul, inside and out, knew all the sordid history of his brief rise to power on Mandalore and his criminal dealings since.


Something Ezra had said before he'd left stuck inside her head for the entirety of her search.


"If no one else is going to face him, I will. I'll make sure he can't hurt anyone ever again."


Ezra was going after Maul. So if she could find Maul, she could find Ezra.


She hoped.


And she hoped there'd be something left of the boy she knew once she found him.


-SWR-


She had a solid list, she thought. Her hours of research had yielded several promising leads.


Hera was both livid and reluctant when she'd shared her plan.


"Sabine..." she strained, her voice trying very valiantly to remain level and calm. "I want Ezra back too." She shook her head, her lekku swaying sharply. "But you can't take off on a wild blurg chase after him. Not right now," she groaned.


"I'm going to find him, Hera," she told the woman harshly, her eyes narrowed and burning, determined. "And I'm going to bring him home, no matter what it takes."


Hera's hand slipped down her face, her expression agonized.


"How do you know he'll even want to come back? What if he doesn't want anything to do with us anymore? How will you talk sense into him then?" she asked, piercingly.


And that had torn something in Sabine's heart right in two. For a second she was breathless, the pain inside her heart unbearable.


Ezra's bright smile and the quick gleam in his wide eyes flashed through her mind, his earnestness endearing and sometimes adorable. That flash was quickly replaced by another, Ezra's features contorted in rage, screaming at Kanan with a fury she couldn't reconcile belonging to him.


"I don't need you!" his voice echoed inside her head, ringing off the walls. "I don't need any of you!"


That had hurt her more than she'd expected, and she'd turned around and sealed the door, burying herself in her bunk and mashing a pillow over her ears until the shouting in the hallway had stopped.


Sabine blinked back to the present, the pain in her heart now a recognizable ache. Sour like... homesickness.


A dozen of Ezra's stupid cheeky quips were running through her head, his laugh, his mannerisms, his comfortable way of putting her at ease with just his presence.


That... thing they'd brought back from Malachor had stolen that boy from her. And stars, she missed him.


She swallowed past the lump in her throat and just reiterated softly:


"I'm bringing him home, Hera."


Hera seemed to take a long time deciding. Then, she slumped in defeat.


"All right," she said. Her hands drifted up to clasp Sabine's shoulders. "Good luck," the woman told her, softly, genuinely, a knowing sympathy in her eyes.


Sabine nodded, her throat still straining.


That was all she could hope for.


-SWR-


The A-wing dropped out of hyperspace soundlessly, emerging into a void of oppressive quiet. Asteroids floated motionless all around her, hanging in space like bubbles caught inside glass. The belt curled away into the distance, blurring under the distant light of the blue star that was this system's sun.


An unnaturally thin, curving formation filled her viewport, listing to one side. The remains of some kind of carved ring of rock, half its circle broken off and crumbling into spacedust.


Sabine glanced down at her starchart, the flimsi giving a small rustle as she lifted it. Her eyes flicked back and forth between the coordinates on her chart and the station she could see before her, biting her lip in concentration.


She put down the sheet of flimsi with an exhale, steadying her grip on the pilot controls.


"Well, this looks like the place," she said aloud, immediately flinching at how loud her voice sounded in the small cockpit. She pushed forward on the controls, slowly bringing her craft in for a closer look.


The ring came into better focus, the smooth, deliberate curvature pockmarked and scored from later impacts, hiding glimpses of metal vents and waste chutes.


This was lead number six on the list—an old Death Watch station used during the Clone Wars, long since abandoned, she'd heard, but with enough adequate weaponry, supplies, and shielding that someone could lay low here for a good long while.


Sabine circled the ring a couple times, searching until she spotted the small hanger set into the rock.


Something prickled along the hairs of her arms as she brought the A-wing in, feeling an uneasy sense of anxiety.


She shook her head, trying to dispel the feeling, but it only grew stronger. Her heartrate picked up in nervous anticipation. She had been cautious—and lucky—so far, but she was always hyper-aware of how dangerous it could be walking into these places.


It looked like no one was home, though, so she guided the ship towards one of the open hanger bays.


A flash of red caught her eyes. Sabine sat up straighter in her seat, spotting a Mandalorian gauntlet parked at one of the airlocks below the hanger.


The nervousness inside her increased.


Okay... she thought. So someone is home.


For half a second she considered turning around and escaping to a safer distance, doing more scans and surveys.


But then she spotted a very familiar shuttle parked inside the hanger and the breath caught in her throat.


Her eyes widened and she leaned forward in her seat until she was practically sliding out of it, her breastplate pressing into the steering column and her trembling hands.


The Phantom! It's shape was unmistakable, the brightly-colored accents painted on its sides immediately recognizable. Sabine felt her heart thudding audibly inside her chest. Ezra was here!


Her head almost exploded from the force of conflicting feelings and the adrenaline surge that hit her brain.


Calm down, calm down, she told herself, even as the million and one different speeches she'd rehearsed to try and convince him to come back home played on a skipping loop inside her mind. She forced herself to lean back in her seat properly, her shaking hands gripping the yoke tighter to keep her flightpath steady.


She set the A-wing down very carefully next to the Phantom, watching it from the corner of her eye as she shut down the engine.


The shudder as it shut off and wound down mimicked the long exhale she blew out, steeling herself mentally and physically for what she might find.


Sabine slipped her helmet on, unholstered both her WESTAR-35s... and then hit the button to open the cockpit.


The ambient air shifted from the silent void of space to the stillness of a silent empty hanger, the only sound the booted tap of her feet as she leapt down to the floor.


Wary and on guard, Sabine scanned the corners of the room first, turning in a slow circle to make sure there was no one hiding in the shadows.


Nothing immediately jumped out at her, which she took as a promising sign.


Cautiously, she approached the Phantom.


Her helmet's HUD displayed no life readings inside. Sabine kept one eye out over her shoulder as she reached forward and pressed the hatch release, leaning back out of the way as the door swung upwards.


A quick glance inside confirmed no one was present.


She didn't know why that disappointed her so much. Curiosity propelled her into the small craft, though, and she approached the console, flicking on the navicomputer just long enough to scan the flight records.


Ezra's journey to this place had been much more straightline than hers. She frowned. What information had he had access to that she didn't?


But then... maybe Maul had allowed Ezra to stumble across his hideout. Kanan had mentioned something about the man having some kind of creepy fixation on Ezra, wanting him for an apprentice, trying to kill both Kanan and Ahsoka in order to take him.


Sabine shivered, quickly flicking off the computers.


She had to find Ezra, fast.


She backed out of the Phantom, the last date in the log sticking in her head and driving the creeping worry that rested achingly under her sternum now. Ezra had already been here at least five days. She tried not to let herself be distracted by wandering thoughts about what could have happened in that time period.


The hallway beyond the hanger was dimly-lit. The power in the station was on, but on low mode, the florescents casting weak beams of pale blue and white on the floor.


Sabine wasn't sure where she was going. She stepped carefully down the hallway, quietly opening each door she came across and checking within, sweeping her blasters, her hands gripped tightly and nervously on the hilts.


Her throat seemed unusually dry. Sabine could not come down off high alert, even when room after room and hallway after hallway proved utterly devoid of life. Her light footsteps sounded loud in her ears, every sliding door an explosion of noise in the oppressive silence.


She inhaled carefully, glancing at her HUD displays. Still nothing on sensors.


After about ten minutes or so of slow, agonizing progress through the facility, she finally stumbled across the main control center. Sabine tensed as she entered through the hissing doors, blasters out in both directions.


Her heart pounded audibly for several long moments as she swept the room, settling back down into a more even, though still quick rhythm, as the muscles of her shoulders untensed a bit.


Seeing no one, she approached a console towards the far end.


It blipped to life at her touch, bringing up an assortment of diagnostic scans and maintenance logs. The quivering digital words were staticky, the screen dust-covered and hard to read.


Lowering her guard a bit, Sabine set her WESTARs down on the console, then reached up and carefully removed her helmet, setting it next to one of her blasters as she leaned in for a better look. The blue light from the screens flickered on her face. Her eyes scanned down the number columns, scrolling slowly.


"You shouldn't be here."


Sabine startled at the voice, hands grabbing both blasters and whipping around, a spike of alarm shooting straight up through her throat.


There was a figure standing there in the shadows. Even in the dim light, she could make out a flush of faded orange.


The word pulled from her chest like a cork squeezed free from a bottle, a sound of sheer relief.


"Ezra!" she cried, automatically, unconsciously relaxing.


Her blasters lowered and she hastily put them up, fumbling to slide them into the holsters a moment or two as her trembling hands refused to cooperate.


"You're okay!" she breathed, her eyes almost welling up. She stepped up a few paces towards him. "Come on, let's get to the Phantom. We have to get out of here before—"


Before Maul finds us, was what she'd intended to say, but a cold sentence from Ezra stopped her short.


"Why are you here, Sabine?"


She froze a moment. Her heart stuttered uncertainly. He'd asked with such dull lifelessness, like he was tired and weary, with a suspicious note tracing through his voice. It sounded... wrong, hearing him use such a tone.


Sabine found it suddenly hard to swallow, taking a closer look at him.


He seemed... thinner. More haggard than when he'd left. His eyes were rimmed with dark circles, his hair unkempt, jagged at the edges like he'd tried cutting it and failed. Faded purple shadows lined his neck. Bruises? she wondered in slight horror.


And in his right hand his fingers gripped the glowing red Sith holocron like a lifeline.


Her anger burned at the sight of it, the crimson glow pulsing and shimmering like it was something alive and she wanted nothing more than to rip it out of his hands and fling it against the nearest wall.


But the look in his eyes, the unsettling, eerie calm in his expression... told her that would be a dangerous move. There was something poised and tensed in his posture, like he could move in a blink and Sabine would never see it happening.


Unsticking her throat, Sabine strained for a response.


"I... I came to find you," she told him, voice wavering uncertainly.


"Why?" he repeated, flatly.


A hot flush of anger rose up her throat. "What do you mean, why?" she bit. "Ezra, you left! Left us without a word, without even saying goodbye! Do you even know how worried everyone's been?!"


The rant pushed out her apprehension a moment, but it quickly returned, especially when she thought she could hear the holocron, whispering, its dull glow rolling like molten lava around its insides.


Ezra looked off, evasively. "Well, I'm fine," he said. "You saw it for yourself. Now you can leave."


"Not without you," Sabine insisted.


He shook his head.


"I'm not going back."


Sabine's teeth gnashed a moment. "Ezra, don't be ridiculous," she snapped. Stubborn little—she grumbled in her head. She gestured around at the empty control room. "You really want to stay here? In this abandoned dump?" She was ready with more but forced her voice and her expression to turn soft, some of the ache making its way into her words. "You don't belong here, Ezra. Come back with me," she pleaded. "Come home."


He tightened, defensively, still staring towards the wall instead of at her. "Sabine, you don't understand. I can't..."


He trailed off suddenly, clenching the holocron tighter, his breath coming in a jagged exhale—whether from fear or anger she didn't know.


"I don't belong there anymore," he muttered. "I'm fine by myself."


Her heart clenched at that. Memories of the early days of Ezra on the crew and how skittish and self-defensive he was—guarded, closed off and far too cynical and jaded for someone so young—played rapidfire in her head. It had taken ages for this lost, broken boy to trust them and now he thought he was abandoned again?


"Don't say that," she strained. She approached, reaching out for his arm. "Don't lie to me and say you're okay with being alone. You don't have to be, Ezra." She was so close now she could practically stretch out and touch his sleeve. "We're your family," she said with frantic fervor. "We love y—"


"Don't you get it?!" he shouted suddenly, snapping back around. Sabine startled and pulled her hand back, flinching away several steps. His eyes were stormy, brows clenched. "I don't need you, or Kanan, or anyone else protecting me anymore!" he yelled, pushing into her space.


Sabine tensed, hiding her left arm behind her back, subtly manipulating a switch in her gauntlet that prepped a spring-loaded tranquilizer dart into easy reach. She had dusted off that particular accessory and reattached it to her Mandalorian vambrace before she'd left. Just in case.


In case of what she couldn't have said at the time, maybe just a determined sense to drag Ezra back to Atollon by any means necessary if she had to.


She backed up a little more, wary, but Ezra had stopped advancing for the moment, though the look on his face now was something... unnerving.


His eyes were distant, a manic little smile tugging at his mouth. "I'm stronger now," he whispered with a feverish tone. "So much stronger. What happened on Malachor... it opened my eyes to what the Force could really be."


Her eyes darted aside towards the holocron, her throat dry. Its glow was curling around Ezra's fingers almost possessively. The expression on his face was alien, bizarre, frightening.


He looked... euphoric.


She struggled to find words, all her carefully rehearsed speeches failing her. "Kanan—" she finally stammered out. "Kanan warned you about that. Before—"


He interrupted her with a huff. "I don't care what Kanan thinks anymore," he muttered, turning his head angrily. "He was holding me back. He couldn't see my true potential. Not like..."


He trailed off again.


Alarmed, Sabine cast her eyes around the room, straining to see through the shadows. Her brain crept with the horrible thought that since Ezra had broken with Kanan as his mentor... could he have sought out someone else?


She saw no one, but couldn't shake the feeling of a hidden menace just behind the walls. "Where's Maul?" she demanded quietly.


Ezra darkened and grew distant again.


"He's dead," came the automatic, lifeless answer. "I killed him."


Sabine felt a shiver of relief through her stomach. At least whatever had happened on that end was over. "How... how long ago?" she pressed.


He shrugged. "Two days, maybe three," he said, way too casually. "Hard to tell how much time's passed. Body's probably stinking by now."


Everything he was saying was causing the tiny-wound coil of anxiety inside Sabine to squeeze tighter and tighter. She tried to wrest control of the conversation back.


"Then let's get out of here," she urged, frantic edge in her tone. "You did what you came to do, he's dead, so—"


"Should probably shove it out the airlock," Ezra continued as if he hadn't hear her. He seemed to come to himself, rolling back his shoulders. "Doesn't matter. Wasn't going to stick around much longer anyway."


He focused suddenly on her, the eager expression on his face familiar but... unsettling somehow.


"Come with me," he said, breathlessly. "Dathomir isn't far. We can lay low there for a while. There are some... some things I need to pick up before we face him."


"Face who?" Sabine asked suspiciously. Maul was dead so who could he possibly—?


He hissed with hatred as he answered.


"Vader."


A cold shock of frozen metal slammed into her heart. "What?!" she blurted in disbelief and horror. "Ezra you can't—You and Kanan, we all almost died the last time we fought him!"


"What? It's the next logical choice," he said, too flippantly. "So are you coming to Dathomir or not?"


"We're not going anywhere but back to Atollon!" Sabine snapped.


Ice entered his eyes. "I'm not going back, Sabine," he said chillingly. "Get it through your head."


He started to turn away.


Flustered and still angry, Sabine found her arms moving without any conscious thought of telling them to do so, impulsively whipping out her WESTARs and pointing them towards him.


Ezra sidled a derisive look from the corner of his eyes at the barrels. "What, are you gonna shoot me?" he snorted.


Sabine tried to hide a grimace, already mentally kicking herself. "If I have to," she said. Her aim steadied as her words solidified her determination. If that was what it took, if that's what she needed to do to protect him from that hulking black mass of armor, hissing breath, and bloodred eyes then yes, she was fully on board with stunning Ezra and literally knocking him out and dragging him back to base.


A moment later she regretted her conviction.


Ezra lashed out with one hand and an unseen force ripped the blasters out of her hands, sending them flying across the room to clatter against another wall.


"What makes you think you can tell me what to do?" he shouted, rounding on her. "I'm not that pathetic kid who tagged along after you anymore!"


Sabine's throat clamped down on a gasp and she shied back. Ezra's fists were clenched, his shoulders curled, and with how his hair was in disarray he looked almost feral, the holocron's glow lighting the underside of his face, reflecting in his eyes.


She unstuck her throat. "Ezra..." she began timidly.


"I killed Maul, I can kill Vader!" he declared. The room vibrated, some kind of low humming creeping through her ears—or perhaps her mind—and her alarm grew as he started coming towards her. "I'm not weak!" he yelled.


She backed up, heartbeat at a rapid tempo. "Stop this," she strained out, voice small. Her right hand crept towards her left and her hidden tranq dart.


He only stalked closer.


"I don't have to take orders anymore!"


A sinking feeling of dread pierced through her. The blood pounded in her ears. It was the fury and vitriol he had flung at Kanan, only now it was aimed at her and it was even more terrifying. Her back brushed the wall next to one of the consoles and she froze there, against the durasteel, eyes wide, tensed in every limb.


"Ezra, you're scaring me," she said, voice and body trembling.


"I'm more powerful than ever!" he screamed.


The chair creeping into his path was flung aside with a violent push of Force. Sabine flinched as it clattered against another console, then gasped as the same energy took hold of her, slamming her back against the wall and pinning her there.


She wriggled in the unseen hold, her feet scuffing the floor, only able to grasp out uselessly with her hands.


The clasp for her right shoulder pauldron suddenly clicked open and she froze, hearing it drop on the floor with a metal clunk.


Heart tight in her throat, frightened eyes flicked up to see Ezra looming not even a foot away from her, his right hand still splayed, still holding her to the wall with his Force Grip. He blocked her in, too close; she could feel his body heat. The holocron's glare was dull red splashing against them and that eerie, manic, unhinged light was in his eyes again. He stared at her like a hunter examining its prey.


"I could take... anything I wanted," he said, his voice lowering, deadly calm.


There was an implication in the threat wasn't lost on her and panic flickered around the edges of her mind, alarm bells in her ears even as her mind denied it. Ezra wouldn't, she thought frantically. He wouldn't!


...But maybe that was something she could use to get through to him?


He was eyeing her face in consideration, distracted, and she clawed for a course of action to regain control.


She latched onto the first impulse idea she had.


Her hands reached up, grabbing his face, bringing his lips feverishly to hers as she pulled him the last couple of inches.


He startled at the kiss, his Force Grip on her loosening immediately, freeing her body from its paralysis against the wall. He stayed frozen, absolutely dumbfounded, as Sabine pressed her mouth deeper to his, fingers curling desperately around his jaw, tangling in his hair. She kissed and kissed and leaned forward into his space, forcing him to take a step back to keep his balance.


She broke for a moment, her hands still cupped around his head, looking at him, looking into his dazed, bewildered expression with a pained fervor.


For a second or two she just panted, alarms still tingling up and down her arms, terrified of his reaction.


But he had none. He was frozen, eyes wide and staring at her, mouth working in faint twitches over words that wouldn't come out.


Even though danger seemed to scream at her from all directions, the holocron almost hissing in recoil at her, she bolstered her heart and brought Ezra closer again, leaning his forehead against hers, staring down towards his chest and blinking away the hot blur that threatened on the edges of her eyes.


"You don't have to take anything from me," she whispered thinly, her voice trembling. "Because I'm giving it to you, freely," she told him.


She lifted her head and kissed him again, pressing herself into him, lips mashing, desperate. He was still paralyzed, in shock, not moving, not reacting to anything she was doing.


Please, she begged inside her head, please please please Ezra. She had to get through to him. Don't do this, she thought. Don't do it, I'm right here, wake up, snap out of it, this isn't you, this isn't—


She held him trapped in that kiss, the heat off his lips wetter and warmer than she could have imagined, sending a heady feeling of bliss to her head, in spite of things.


Ezra finally stirred against her, weakly pushing back, his lips breaking from hers as his expression crumpled.


"Sabine—" he started, his voice strained.


"Shh," she interrupted, not giving him time to think, her hands already at his collar, unzipping his jumpsuit.


"But—"


"Shhhhh!" she said again, more insistently, lips capturing his as she peeled off her other shoulder pauldron and her elbow guards. The metal plate armor was tossed aside, clattering on the floor; breaking the kiss she grabbed his shoulders and tugged at him, urging him down.


He descended to the floor without any resistance, dropping almost bonelessly, staring up at her with a look of pained dismay and confusion.


Good, she had him off-guard. Sabine tried not to think about the fading purple marks spotting the pale swath of flesh at his collar as she unclasped her belt.


She could see in his eyes that his brain was struggling to adjust gears and she gave him no time to think, dropping her belt off to the side, her hands flashing up to his own silver buckle and unhooking it, pushing the ends aside. The skin of his stomach was warm against her palms as she tugged up the hem of his shirt.


He shifted, trying to squirm out from underneath her. His eyes were widening with realization. "Sabine I—"


"You don't have to say anything," she cut him off again, stopping his words with a kiss. Her hands wrapped around his face, fingers sliding into his hair, digging in. He sagged and made a breathy, whimpering sound into her mouth.


Sabine reached back with one still-gauntleted hand and found the seam of her pants, carefully beginning to work them down. Ezra was still distracted, his free hand pressed up against her breastplate, nails curling around the edge.


His other hand was still gripped tightly around the holocron. Sabine could feel its sharp edge digging against her knee.


Her brows twisted furiously and she almost bit Ezra's lips at the angry reminder of its presence. He squeaked in pain—maybe she had bit him—and she quickly raised up, gripping his trousers at his hips and yanking at them.


As she pulled and tugged at the fabric she noted that he was already quite stiff, and she wasn't sure if she should be flattered by that, at how easily she could affect him. Ezra's wits were starting to return. His dazed eyes started to clear and he wiggled a bit, flailing up, trying to cover himself in embarrassment.


"Wait, Sabine—!" he tried to protest.


But then her hand was wrapped around him and his face blanked out again; he went almost limp at her touch.


Sabine panted softly, vibrating, watching the hand with the holocron as she slipped her pants down just a little more, just enough.


It was an awkward angle, but it would have to do, she decided, as she positioned herself, bracing, gripping his hips with her legs. He was still senseless just from her initial grab—with a small stab of guilt she realized this was probably his first time being intimate with a girl.


She shook her head and positioned herself carefully, angling him back.


He cried out as she impaled herself on him, his whole body jerking in response, and his fingers finally twitched and loosened around the holocron.


It was what she'd been waiting for and she wasted no time.


Sabine grabbed his right wrist and pinned it down next to his head, pried the cursed device out of his hand, reeling back and throwing it across the room, away from them.


Ezra's eyes immediately snapped open, a look of panic on his face. He craned his head around on the floor, his right arm grasping out, hand stretching for it frantically. He squirmed under her, heels scratching at the floor. A low, desperate whine escaped him.


The noise broke her heart, sounding all too much like the protests of an addict trying to grab his next spice fix.


She grabbed his chin with both hands, pulling him back to look at her. "You don't need it," she told him sharply, voice firm. "But we need you," she continued. There was heat stinging at her eyes as she brushed her thumb against the scars on his cheek. "I need you," she choked out. The confession brought fresh grief into her heart and her breath strangled on its way out.


She pulled back and then ground against him, and the sharp gasp that escaped his mouth was like heady wine, immediately thrilling and intoxicating.


Sabine laid herself almost completely on top of him, experimenting with her rhythm, clutching at him desperately.


"Please," she begged, whispering the words against his cheek. "Please Ezra. Come back to us. Come back to me."


He moaned helplessly, whining as she ground down on him.


"I... I didn't want..." he whispered thinly, his hands gripping her shoulders, fingernails digging in hard. "Not like—"


Sabine arched her back on her next downward push and Ezra gasped breathlessly. When his eyes opened and looked at her they were full of tears, his expression twisting into agonized guilt and shame.


"Sabine..." he strained. He was sobbing, his voice heartbreaking and shrill as he gasped out, "I'm—I'm sorry! I'm so, so sorry!"


"I know," she choked out, her own tears threatening. "It's okay," she told him.


His hands were covering his face now, muffling his words slightly. "I messed up," he said. "I messed up so bad. I should never have opened it."


The heat between their bodies was growing. Sabine bit back a moan, teeth digging into her lip. She grabbed his shoulders to steady herself, clinging tightly.


"I shouldn't have left. Kanan was right, I—I wasn't ready. Maul was waiting for me. He knew I was coming," Ezra rambled on, growing more and more hysterical.


It confirmed all of Sabine's worst fears but she wouldn't let herself think about that now, pressing herself tighter against him and wrapping her arms around his neck to reassure him she was there. The friction between them was uncomfortable but she endured, holding him as close as she could.


"I was—" Ezra choked up, his voice strangling around his words. "—so angry. It was all my fault and I thought if—if I could just be stronger—"


"It's not worth it," Sabine panted out, fingers gripping at his back. "Whatever the holocron promised you, it's not worth losing you," she told him, her voice breaking.


His hands pressed harder over his face, fingers clawing. "I'm already lost," he moaned in despair. "I can't go back. Kanan—" His voice hitched a moment and Sabine felt him grow hotter between her legs. "Kanan would never forgive—"


He stiffened and cried out, releasing. Sabine tensed for a moment, feeling him trickle and throb inside her, her arms locking up around him.


All the energy seemed to sag out of him all at once and he drooped, going almost limp in her embrace.


Sabine's breath shuddered out of her. Her eyes blinked away the tears furiously and she stared ahead at the floor until her vision finally cleared.


Gingerly, she loosened her death-grip, arms and torso shifting, carefully raising up on her elbows. She cupped his head, looking down at him softly, eyes strained with concern.


His face was flaming with shame, blue eyes still shining with tears, and his chest was hitching with quiet sobs beneath her.


She brushed her fingers up into his hairline. "Let's go home, Ezra," she whispered.


His eyes squeezed closed, his face twisted and he shook his head stubbornly. "I can't, Sabine," he gargled, throat clogged with emotion. "I can't face him. What I said—what I did... he'll hate me." The muscles in his neck tightened as he resisted another round of crying. One trembling, breathy gasp escaped as he hid his eyes in his palm. "Just go," he choked out. "Leave me behind. I deserve it."


Sabine stroked fingers through his hair, her left arm shifting into position.


"I'm sorry," she whispered.


With a squeeze of her hand the spring-loaded mechanism triggered and the needle of the tranquilizer dart sank into his neck.


-SWR-


The rumble of hyperspace was a comforting, familiar background noise that Sabine chose to focus on instead of the mess of thoughts tangled inside her head. She let muscle memory guide her movements, her hand moving over the Phantom's dashboard and going through the process to open their secure communications channel.


She exhaled softly as she flicked the last switch, settling her hand back on the pilot yoke.


"Spectre 5 to Spectre 2," she called into the comm. "Come in Hera."


"Sabine?" came Hera's voice, surprisingly quickly. There was a bit of shuffling on the other end and grumbling blorts from Chopper and then the Twi'lek pilot's face shimmered into holographic life. The worry and concern were immediately evident upon her face, her eyes pinched and her lekku tightly curled at the ends. "What's going on?" she asked.


Sabine cut right to the chase. "I found him," she told Hera. "I had to ditch the A-wing but we're headed home in the Phantom. We should be there in eleven hours."


Hera's whole demeanor relaxed, lekku uncurling. Relief stole over the woman's face. Sabine felt a flicker of satisfaction. However much Hera had tried to hide it, tried to be strong for the rest of them, there was the proof that she'd wanted Ezra home as desperately as Sabine had.


Hera was quiet a long moment, processing Sabine's news.


"How is he?" she finally asked.


Sabine inwardly grimaced, and stole a glance back towards the cargo seats. Ezra was propped up in one, unconscious but beginning to come around, his eyelids fluttering, head leaned against the wall and hands in his lap in binders.


Words formed inside Sabine's head and then dissolved as she thought about speaking them. She struggled several very long seconds, keeping her face forcefully neutral.


"Not staring glassy-eyed at that holocron," she finally decided on, giving a little shrug.


That seemed to satisfy Hera. "Is he hurt?" came the follow-up question.


Now Sabine let the emotion show on her face, her uncertainty twisting her features. "I..." She trailed off, thinking about the Phantom's arrival log, the maybe-bruises on Ezra's neck, his cryptic words about Maul waiting for him. "I'm... not sure," she confessed, voice timid.


Hera nodded slowly, understanding. "Well, we'll sort it out when you get here," she said. She paused a moment, her mouth pursing in thought. Then she asked, "How did you convince him to come back?"


"Well I—" Sabine started, before mortification stole over her and stopped her words, a faint heat rising to her cheeks, warming just under her eyes. She flailed about for words a moment. "IIIIIII don't wanna talk about it," she said at last, evasively. She avoided eye contact, praying Hera would take the hint and just drop the matter.


Hera's gaze on her was flat, skeptical and probing. "Uh-huh," she acknowledged. To Sabine's relief she didn't press for answers, leaning back, her lekku swishing. "I'll see you when you get back. Sabine?" Fraught emotion beamed from Hera's green eyes, tremulous and fervent. "Thank you."


Sabine had to swallow down something tight in her throat. She nodded and reached over to end the transmission, Hera's image shimmering out and leaving empty space behind.


A quiet kind of tension seemed to permeate the air after the call disconnected. Sabine exhaled heavily, steeling herself and turning around in her seat.


Her legs left the chair and propelled her quietly over towards Ezra, who was sitting upright and staring morosely down at his lap now, face flushed and eyes filled with shame. He didn't look up as she approached, cautious, moving with careful precision.


She stopped in front of him and leaned down a little bit. If he sensed her movement he didn't acknowledge it.


Sabine kept her eyes on his face, shadowed by his uneven bangs, watching him closely.


"Are you gonna try anything if I take these off?" she asked, pointing down towards the binders.


Ezra shook his head quietly, still not looking up.


Sabine let out a soft exhale, her shoulders untensing, and reached across to trigger the unlocking mechanism for the binders.


They dropped on the floor with a metal clink! Ezra's eyes stayed down; one hand idly grasped the other wrist, thumb tracing lines across his skin.


Sabine fidgeted a little as she straightened back up, shifting on her feet. Her throat strained with words she wanted to say, but every time she opened her mouth, she bit her lip instead, holding them in.


Her hands stayed loose by her sides.


"How are you doing?" she asked at length.


He grimaced, the flush on his face deepening. His hands lifted to cover his face, his skin dark behind his fingers, and he leaned his head back miserably.


"That... wasn't how I wanted our first time to go," he said.


Sabine grimaced also, in silent agreement. The reality of what had happened at the station was starting to sink in. The frantic emotion running through her mind, her need to reach him, the strong fight instinct that urged her to keep going...


It was... awkward in a way she didn't know how to define.


She coughed, looking off with evasive motions. "Just... try not to think about it," she dismissed, her own cheeks tingling with heat. She straightened back up and paced a bit away from him, gaining space to sort out her thoughts and feelings.


Her arms crept up to hug herself.


It seemed so stupid now—that she had thought that Ezra would really hurt her, that her first instinct was to turn things back on him—but she couldn't think of anything else but her desperation at the time, her determination not to lose him. She'd told herself she would bring Ezra back whatever it took.


Well, she thought self-deprecatingly, apparently that's what it took.


Force but it was going to make things so needlessly complicated between them.


She raised her head, sidling a glance at Ezra behind her. She swallowed thickly, forcing herself to acknowledge the silent Star Destroyer hanging over their heads.


"This—" she started awkwardly, fumbling over her words. "This doesn't—doesn't have to change anything if—" She had to swallow again, feeling emotions lodge in her throat. "—if you don't—if you're not—"


"I—" he interrupted, cutting her off. It took a long time for him to speak as well. "I... think I need some time," he admitted.


"Yeah..." Sabine agreed, chagrin twisting her features.


She was perfectly happy to wait to... sort things out.


Giving a long exhale, she shook herself, turning to go back to the pilot's chair. "We'll be back at Atollon by tomorrow," she told him, deliberately not looking at him lest the memories of his warm skin and the way he'd grabbed her in need wash over her and heat her face again. "I suggest you rehearse the apology you're going to give Kanan."


Ezra groaned at that, his hands tugging at his ragged hair in dread and reluctance. His head hit the wall with a solid thump!


Sabine smothered down a chuckle, taking her seat, laying her hands idly back on the handles even though the ship didn't need her to steer.


A long silence drew out and she pretended to be occupied. Her hands reached across the dashboard every now and then to tap a button or turn on a display. She idly read through the flight log again and again, noting all the stops, and hyperspace jumps, trying to piece together Ezra's path away from Atollon in her mind.


From behind there came a sudden soft mumble.


"I'm sorry, Sabine."


She slid a glance his way. "What are you apologizing to me for?" she asked.


There was a haunted guilt tracing his features. "I scared you," he said. His hands were tight around his elbows, shoulders curled in. "And... I could have hurt you," he added, almost whispering.


A thump of anxious nerves thudded in her chest, and Sabine turned forward, staring out into hyperspace, uncomfortable with the turn of the conversation.


Her thumbs rubbed along the yoke sticks.


"You weren't yourself," she murmured.


Ezra's eyes screwed up angrily. "That doesn't make it okay," he insisted. He shifted, dropping his chin, his legs coming up to the seat to curl against his chest, arms wrapping his knees. "I'd understand if you wanted me to keep away."


Sabine huffed. "If I wanted that, I would have left you on that Death Watch station," she said, turning around.


His arms hitched, tightening. "But—"


"Ezra," she interrupted, putting up a hand to stop him. His eyes peeked over his knees, pinched and despondent. There was still so much guilt and self-loathing on his face but...


It was him again. The boy she had gone to find.


Sabine exhaled heavily, fiddling with her dart shooter.


"I wanted you to come home," she told him. She shook her head. "I didn't care how. I missed you." She hoped he could hear the truth in her words. Understand how she didn't hate him for what had happened. Or for what he might have done, maybe—and it was getting harder to believe he would have—if she hadn't beaten him to the punch.


She clasped her hands together to stop their fidgeting, looking down at them for a long moment.


"What's done is done," she said. "We'll... figure it all out later." She peeked up with timid and strained concern. "Okay?"


He stayed clutching his knees, not looking at her. But eventually replied with a quiet, "...Okay."


Sabine straightened up, leaning back a little. "Just... promise me you won't go back for it," she begged. "The holocron."


He shook his head vigorously. "No. I'm done," he assured her. "Promise."


There were so many more questions pressing at her mind—What had happened in those missing five days? How did he find Maul first? What lies and promises had the holocron made him that he'd thought the next step to protecting them was killing Vader?—but she held them in, for now.


They both had a lot to process, a lot of confusing feelings to sort through.


She'd give him space.


-SWR-


The crew was out momentarily when they docked the Phantom into its socket, save for Chopper, who rolled in with an angry series of blorts and warbles, berating Ezra for making Hera and everyone else sad.


Ezra flinched into himself and Sabine pointedly gave Chopper's barrel chassis a kick.


"Not the time, Chopper!" she growled. "Go open the hatch for us, will you?"


Chopper grumbled but complied, making an offhand comment that it was good to see Ezra back.


He didn't reply, didn't even look up as he followed Sabine to the cockpit, down the ladder, and then out onto the ramp of the cargo bay.


There were familiar figures making their way up to the landing pad, Zeb and Rex, and Hera leading Kanan. Ezra froze for a moment on the ramp, his face blanched and gaunt, but Sabine reached back and gently tugged him forward by the arm, a silent encouragement.


He walked stiffly forward, his hands clutched tight around his arms. Hera released Kanan a few paces away and the man stumbled on ahead, one hand outstretched, searching.


Ezra stopped just out of range, the look Sabine spied on his face heartbreakingly terrified, every limb curled and tensed. Sabine willed herself not to interfere as she took several steps aside to allow them a moment. She watched Ezra's throat tighten as he swallowed.


Kanan was still fumbling blindly in the open air. "Ezra?" he called.


Ezra inhaled shakily, holding out one more moment.


Then he lurched forward and flung himself against Kanan's chest, clutching at his master and breaking down into helpless sobs.


Kanan quickly wound arms tight around him, whispering reassurances under the boy's hiccuping apologies.


Sabine released the breath she'd been holding, relief stealing through her. She didn't interrupt them, turning instead to walk up and join Hera, who had her arms crossed and was watching Sabine with knowing concern, as if she guessed what had gone down at the station.


Hera's narrowed brows softened as Sabine came up to her, a gloved hand reaching over to land on her upper arm. Green eyes bored gently into her as the Twi'lek's motherly instincts took over.


"Are you okay?" she asked, and Sabine had a feeling from the tone that whatever she said, she'd be in for a long talk later.


She glanced back at Kanan and Ezra, though, a warmth spreading through her chest at how quickly Ezra was calming under Kanan's forgiving embrace.


The older Jedi ran his hands gently over the back of Ezra's head.


"What happened to your hair?" he asked, lightness in his voice. "Feels like a blind man cut it," he joked.


Ezra gave a crying laugh, eyes still buried in Kanan's front, and punched the man solidly in the shoulder.


"Yeah," Sabine replied, turning towards Hera with a calm smile, all her anxieties forgotten. "I am."
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Sabine frowned at the loose wires hanging out of the panel. She'd thought she'd figured out why the ignition in her old commandeered speeder from Lothal kept shorting out, but opening up the insides had revealed that the wiring was configured completely different from what she'd been expecting. An hour of tinkering had yielded no results.


She really needed Ezra for this. He was always just a little better at this kind of mechanical repair work than her, more knowledgeable, more creative with his solutions. But he'd been very scarce for the past week. Since she'd brought him back, actually.


Not that she could blame him. She would have been skittish too if she'd been held prisoner and abused by a deranged Sith Lord for five days. And then what had happened after...


His breaths hot and sobbing in her ear. His nails clutched tight on her shoulders, clinging to her. The warmth of him beneath her, between her legs...


Her face pinched as warm heat rushed to her face. She quickly shook off the memories, focusing her attention firmly on the loose tangle of wires.


After a few moments of unsuccessful fumbling and tugging, trying to decipher one wire from another, Sabine sat down on the floor, multitool hanging loose and useless in her hand.


Yeah, this wasn't happening without Ezra's help.


She sighed and adjusted position, peering into the open compartment.


Light footsteps descended the ladder. Sabine glanced back to see Hera, the Twi'lek woman meeting her eyes briefly.


"Hey Hera," Sabine called absently to greet her, turning back to the partially disassembled speeder. "Hey, have you seen Ezra lately?"


Hera folded arms over her chest, leaning back on the ladder. "I have." There was an odd seriousness in her voice, an upturn at the end that indicated she wasn't finished. Her next question was a probing, "Have you?"


Sabine felt a twinge of anxious nerves beginning to prickle in her chest. She kept her back to Hera, her eyes on her repair job. "Have I what?"


"Seen Ezra."


The twinge was now a stabbing flush of awkward emotion. Sabine cringed, already praying in her head that this conversation wasn't going where she thought it was going as she turned around.


"Of course I've seen him," she said with dismissive lightness.


Hera's firm, even look didn't falter. "I mean, have you talked to him?"


Now Sabine openly grimaced. This was definitely not going well. Sabine fiddled nervously with the multitool in her hand. "Not... really," she admitted. She added quickly, "I mean, I've caught him briefly a few times but he's so busy, he never stays long enough to talk."


It was a partial truth, leaving out the part where Ezra would glance up as she entered a room and then immediately make an excuse to get up and leave—any excuse—tripping over himself and sending her too-casual hello/goodbyes as he practically fled the area. Any time she asked after him he was training, or meditating, or scrubbing the Phantom, or surveying the perimeter, any time they got caught in the same room together the tension was thick as heavy fog, Ezra's cheerful but dismissive blustering clearly evasive.


Hera stared her down calmly, her eyes keen, boring through her.


"He's avoiding you," she stated, cutting right to the heart of things.


Sabine's strained attempt at a smile faltered and dropped off her face. She slumped in defeat, knowing there was no way out of this conversation now. "Yeah..." she admitted with a sigh.


"And you're avoiding him," Hera diagnosed again with piercing accuracy.


Sabine set down the multitool with another grimace. "That is also an accurate assessment," she said, setting her back against the side of the speeder wearily.


"Care to explain why?" Hera asked.


Stars what she wouldn't give for a black hole to open right under her feet and suck her into it. "Not really," she said in clear discomfort.


"Sabine." Hera's expression and demeanor softened just a bit, still firm, but with a gentler edge. "What exactly happened on that Death Watch station?"


The girl bit her lip, staring blankly ahead.


After a long moment of silence she steeled herself with a deep breath.


"Okay so..." she began, standing up to her feet and brushing her hands on her slacks. "When I found him he was kind of out of it," she told Hera. "Like, majorly hopped up on Dark Side vibes, or however it works. He was fresh off killing Maul and deluded about going after Vader next. He wouldn't come with me. Wouldn't let go of the holocron. So I had to do something to snap him out of it and..." She trailed off, eyes averting, and cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "...convince him," she finished awkwardly.


"You slept with him, didn't you?"


Sabine pinched her eyes closed. Hearing Hera state it so frankly made it sound even more foolish. "Yeah," she confessed timidly, her hands coming up, holding her elbows.


Hera nodded, confirming for herself what she already knew. "Was it something you wanted to do?" she pressed.


"Not ideally," Sabine admitted, chagrin twisting her features. "But, I mean... it worked, so..." she hastened to add.


Green eyes pinned her. "Was it something he wanted?" came the piercing question.


Sabine shifted uncomfortably. Memories flashed through her head. Ezra's eyes, red-lined and guilty, full of tears. But also, Ezra moaning, shuddering, whimpering every time she pressed tighter, nails scratching into her shoulders to hang onto her needily.


The words faltered and stumbled out of her awkwardly. "He didn't... exactly say no..."


"That wasn't what I asked," Hera bit.


Sabine stared morosely off to the side, conflicted feelings warring within her. "It's—" she stammered. "It—it was... so quick, I was begging him to come back with me, he was shouting, throwing things... It was scary." She shivered, trying to banish the afterimage of the eerie red holocron glow. "He was scary," she said softly. "And I was desperate. I caught him off guard. And we..." She exhaled slowly, blinking away the burning prickle starting to threaten in her eyes. "So no, he wasn't expecting it but..." She made herself meet Hera's eyes. "...he didn't push me away either."


Hera absorbed that a moment, then blew out a breath.


"Ugh... what a mess," was all she commented.


"That about sums it up," Sabine sighed, reaching up to hold her own shoulder.


Hera wiped a hand down the side of her face with a tired motion. "Sabine..." she said. "I'm not going to lie to you and tell you that you did nothing wrong. Jumping into bed with someone when you were both emotionally compromised was not a wise decision. Now Ezra's even more ashamed of his actions, it's clear you're both embarrassed that it happened, and you're avoiding dealing with the question of how this changes your relationship." The Twi'lek dropped her hand, her voice going softer, eyes pinning on the young Mandalorian. "I am glad that you brought him home, Sabine, I am. But you need to talk to him—really talk to him—and clear things up."


Sabine chewed on her lip, heavy dread and reluctance tightening in her chest, but nodded with a resigned defeat. "You're right," she admitted. She peeked up at Hera. "Is he...?" She trailed off.


"In his room," Hera confirmed. "Kanan just finished meditating with him."


Sabine nodded and moved quickly to ascend the ladder, Hera stepping out of her way to allow her to pass. She climbed up in seconds and disappeared through the hatch.


Hera watched her go, listening to her footsteps fading down the hall and rubbing a hand down her arm in quiet contemplation.


-SWR-


She didn't bother to knock, just pressed the button to unseal the door, startling Ezra where he sat at the desk.


"Sabine!" he exclaimed, stumbling up to his feet out of the chair. "I, uh..." She couldn't help but catch the slightly panicked flicker of his eyes towards the door, as if calculating whether or not he could slip past her. "Did—did you need something? I was actually just about to—" He shifted a bit forward as if he was going to attempt it.


"I think—" she said, interrupting him, stepping into the room, moving far enough in that the door slid closed automatically. Her mouth was dry and her throat curled but she swallowed it down and continued, "—I think we need to talk."


The look on his face was probably the same look she'd given Hera; reluctant, guilty, twinging with embarrassment. But he accepted it quicker than she had, looking down in defeat.


"Okay," he said quietly.


Eyes firmly on his shoes, he stepped back until he was even with Zeb's bunk, and sat down heavily, staring between his knees.


Sabine watched him, words rising up her throat before faltering inside her mouth. She opened and closed her lips several times, trying to think of what to say.


The minutes ticked on and the silence was thick, the tension wiry and oppressive in the air. Sabine tried to distract herself, glancing towards the walls, the ceiling, the floor.


Eventually though, she studied him.


His hair was shorter now, evened out, no longer as patchy and chaotic. It framed his face in a way that made his features look sharper, older, and a slight pain went through her heart at the loss of roundness and innocence that had always defined his profile lines.


The bruises on his neck were fading. Faint blue marks now, almost invisible under his skin unless you knew where to look. Sabine knew there were more littering his chest and extremities that she hadn't seen right away, wounds that had been bandaged and treated when he'd been brought home, Ezra mumbling explanations at the medic droid that made Sabine blanch with horror at the implications.


Overall he just looked... tired. Weary. Drained in body and spirit.


Sabine scrabbled for words inside her head. But where could she even start? So much had happened in such a short frame of time, and Sabine was still processing it herself.


It was Ezra who ultimately broke the silence between them.


"I—I didn't—" he began, stammering. He stopped, swallowing down something in his throat. "On—on the station, when I—"


Sabine felt her pulse prick up. They were really going to acknowledge it, weren't they? Okay. She hoped she was ready.


Ezra was shriveling up, his hands curling around his elbows, gripping tight.


"I was only trying to scare you," he said, his voice a thin whisper. "Freak you out so you'd—so you'd leave." His posture was so small and timid, almost fetal. "There was a whisper in my head but... I—I wouldn't have—I didn't want to actually... hurt you."


"I know," she assured him.


He looked up at her abruptly, his eyes hard and quietly furious. "Do you?" he challenged. "Did you? Did you really?" he demanded.


Sabine grimaced. She couldn't lie to him, couldn't hide under that severe frown. "I guess... for a moment... in the heat of things..." she admitted, "...I didn't."


He gave a hitched breath, his hands clutching tighter, squeezing eyes closed.


The self-loathing rolling off him broke her heart. Sabine stepped up to the bunk, taking a knee down in front of him.


"Ezra..." she called softly.


"Don't," he said, flinching in. "It's not okay, I—I frightened you, I—I made you think I was gonna—"


"And I took advantage of your feelings," she interrupted, softly placing her hand on his wrist. "I used them to distract you." Her face filled with shame and she ducked her head. "That wasn't okay either. I'm sorry."


He bit his lip like he wanted to say more in protest. Sabine tugged at his hand, pulling it away from his chest, slipping her fingers into his palm and holding tight.


"Ezra," she called again.


She waited for him to look up at her, his blue eyes round with quiet shame and guilt.


She squeezed his hand in reassurance.


"Whatever the lead-up, I was the one who chose to initiate things," she told him. "And I pushed to continue without regard for how you felt or what you wanted."


"I did want it just not—" Ezra began before breaking off awkwardly, glancing away and flushing. "—like that," he finished in a mumble.


"Yeah," Sabine agreed with a grimace. "Believe me, I wouldn't have picked those circumstances either."


Though it hadn't been... all bad, she considered to herself.


Sabine let her thumb brush over Ezra's fingers, feeling his pulse through her skin.


"But I still don't regret it," she said.


He looked at her in surprise.


Her face filled with tender affection. "I have you back, Ezra." A faint smile started to steal at the edges of her mouth. "I can get over a lousy first time knowing that." Her smile faded and her eyes dropped. "I just... hope you can do the same," she said.


"Yeah, not likely," he said. He tugged his hand back. "Not because of you or anything, just because I—" He stopped, giving a heavy sigh, both hands falling to the edges of the bunk by his thighs and tightening on the edge. "There's a lot of things that I said and did that I can't forgive myself for yet."


"Well, let's just start with this one," Sabine offered.


Ezra said nothing in reply for a moment, staring at his feet. Then a soft exhale preceded his tremulous, "Sabine... I'm sorry I put you in that situation."


She nodded, accepting his apology, giving him a moment to read the forgiveness she was projecting towards him. She knew he'd felt it when his shoulders softened, the tension in his jaw loosening. She have him another half-second.


"And I'm sorry I tranqed you," she said.


He chuckled. "Couldn't even wait for me to stop blubbering, could you?"


"Ezra, if I'd waited for you to stop wallowing in your own guilt and self-pity, we would still be on that station," she groaned.


"Probably," he agreed.


He leaned back a bit on the bunk, drawing his hands back into his lap.


"So... what now?" he asked. She heard all the unspoken questions inside that simple one, all the uncertain little doubts and worries about things, about them, what lay ahead.


Sabine stood up, brushing off her armor. "Well, like I said..." She picked at a corner of her wrist guard. "This doesn't have to change anything. We can ignore it, pretend it didn't happen, we can stay friends or..." A light pink blush was dusting her cheeks now. "...or we can see where this thing takes us." She glanced at him shyly. "I won't push you," she promised softly.


Ezra thought for a long moment. Sabine worried for a bit if she'd laid things too bare, hinted too much at the feelings she was beginning to have, exposed her heart too boldly. Then he stirred, raising his face with a rueful smile.


"I think this is always going to be kind of awkward," he told her, "but I miss you and... I want to let you back in. I'm tired of hiding from you. After that I guess we'll see."


Sabine felt a sprinkle of relief that he was going to stop avoiding her, stop pushing her away. She could be happy with that for now.


"So... we're okay?" she checked, just to be sure.


"We're okay," he confirmed. "Just..." His whole face twisted. "Don't like... tell anyone."


Sabine grimaced. "It's a little late for that," she said. "Hera knows. She's the reason I'm up here in the first place."


"Kinda figured."


Sabine stepped back, chewing on her lip as she looked him over. "Are you sure you don't want to talk to Kanan about this?" she asked.


Ezra fixed a very serious look on her. "No offense Sabine, but I would literally rather die."


"Okay," she laughed. "Fair enough." She extended a hand out to him. "Hey, since you're not avoiding me anymore, got a project for you."


He tilted his head with interest as he accepted her help up. "Yeah?"


"My old speeder won't start up right. I popped the access panel but I can't make heads or tails of this wirework."


"All right, I'll take a look," he promised, moving alongside her towards the door.


The two teens stepped out into the hallway, shoulder to shoulder, the air between them so much clearer.


Chapter End Notes: Well the kids have things a little bit more resolved between them, though things are probably still gonna be Hella Awkward for a while. And that's where I'll leave them. Thanks for reading! Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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“You were supposed to blow it after we’d escaped!”


“I couldn’t let them discover us!”


“But the explosion meant they discovered us!”


Another explosion shook the ground beneath them as Sabine and Ezra sprinted away from the Imperial compound. They ducked as a salvo of blaster fire shot over their heads, pouring on more speed.


Sabine spotted an alleyway and turned, grabbing and yanking Ezra’s hand and darting through the alley, across the square on the other side, and into another alley. She pulled them down behind some crates and waited.


“Hey-”, Sabine pressed her finger against Ezra’s lips, still watching the entrance of the alleyway. After five minutes, no troopers had run past, and she assumed they hadn’t noticed them going down the first alley. She allowed herself to relax slightly. They had to stay alert, but it wouldn’t do to be too highly strung. She turned back to Ezra.


“That was some stunt you pulled!” Her voice was stern, and in the past would’ve made Ezra back down, but not this time. He was just as incensed as her.


“Well, it’s not my fault I’m always having to save you!”


“From your own messes!”


“They’re OUR messes, thank you very much! And it’s not like you’re not guilty of getting stuck in situations hairier than Zeb!”


“Please! I am a vision of grace and dignity and would never screw up a mission!”


The pair paused, finally catching their breath. Sabine looked at Ezra, who was staring back with a quizzical look. As his breath calmed down, he slowly raised his eyebrow. And smirked.


Then he laughed, and Sabine couldn’t help but join in.


“You! Never screw up a mission! Good one Sabine!”


They chuckled for a while, before falling into companionable silence. After a few minutes, they decided it would probably be safe to make their way back to the ship. They walked quietly for a while, careful to avoid any patrols. They made their way up onto some rooftops for a bit, and then climbed back down when they were closer to the ship.


“Thank you, for what you did back there.”


Sabine turned, stopping in her tracks. The way Ezra had said it, it sounded so sad, so final.


“What are you up to?” Sabine scrutinized, unsure of his tone. Ezra stopped too, and turned in her direction, though he didn’t look her in the eye


“Nothing, it’s just…I had a vision last night. If you hadn’t blown up the compound when you did, and had waited like we were meant to…I probably would have died.”


Sabine was at a loss. She turned and continued walking towards the ship, the events of the mission playing through her head.


---


Sabine ran into the command room. Ezra was crouched on the ground, tinkering with the console. A data stick was stuck in the computer socket, downloading information.


“Ezra, we have to go now!”


“Not yet! The download is nearly done, and I think I can disable their communications…yes! Got it!”


“That’s great, but we need to get out of here! I had to kill a guard, but I didn’t have time to properly hide the body.”


“Did you at least- “


“Yes, of course I got the job done! The deserter was given their codes and a time frame to get to Yavin. Now stop dawdling, we have to go!”


Ezra yanked out the data stick and stuffed it in his jacket as they ran for the door. They sprinted out into a courtyard, and Sabine pressed the button on her detonator. The room they were just in, as well as the east wing of the compound, exploded into a ball of flames, and shaking the ground. Out of the corner of her eye, Sabine spotted a Stormtrooper getting knocked off his feet by the blast. A cry rang out, and blaster fire followed them as they exited the compound down the busy streets of the city, scattering civilians as they ran.


---


That trooper…the one who’d been knocked off his feet. Now that Sabine thought about it, he’d had his blaster in position to shoot just before he fell.


“You mean that trooper would’ve shot you?” Sabine couldn’t believe it. They came close to death all the time, but Ezra never had visions about it. This must’ve been particularly close.


They arrived at the ship and walked up the ramp. Ezra didn’t reply until they were in the common room.


“Yeah. So…thank you.”


Sabine took Ezra’s hand.


“Hey, this is why we’re partners. We work well together. Now, I’d better debrief Hera. Go take a rest. I can’t wait for the next mission.”


She smiled at him, and walked off.


***


The door to Ezra’s room closed, leaving it completely dark. This wasn’t the first vision he’d had of his death. He was sure it wouldn’t be the last.
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Chapter 1
Ezra couldn’t sleep. He was lying on his bunk on the Ghost, parked safely on Atollon after a successful mission, and yet there was unease within him. He had tried meditating, but that hadn’t worked, and so now he was laying there, thinking over his whole life story.


Reminiscing wasn’t something Ezra liked to do any more. Ever since he’d found the truth about his parents, he’d had almost no reason to look back. Of course, that didn’t mean he never did. So much of who he was came from his time before the Spectres came into his life that it would be impossible for him to separate that part of himself. He was proud of how far he’d come, and what he’d learnt since then, but as a Jedi, looking into the past didn’t do him any favours. He was supposed to live in the present, in the here and now, and so that was what he did.


But this night was different. None of his Jedi teachings had worked, and so he’d fallen back on an old method his mum had taught him. He started by thinking back to the earliest thing he could remember – his face being licked by a Loth-cat. Then he would return in his memories closer and closer until he either got back to the present, or fell asleep. If he made it to the present without falling asleep, he would pick a particular person and focus on all his memories with them. This method had the added benefit of giving Ezra good dreams, as he thought back on his happy memories.


At this particular moment, Ezra had already relived most of his recent memories, the last of which had been that day’s mission, blowing up an Imperial relay station on some remote moon. He and Sabine had been tasked with placing the charges in the hard to reach areas. Sabine had opted to use her explosive paint, and while Ezra kept watch, she went to town creating art that not only covered as much of the station as possible, but also looked spectacular.


Ezra, admittedly, hadn’t been keeping watch as attentively as he should have…at least, not for Imperials. They’d been jumped and had had to fight their way out. He’d gotten an earful, but it had been worth it to see Sabine painting – something that he wasn’t allowed to do all that often. Any time he got to see that would be a happy memory for him.


He was just about to finally drift off to sleep when something tugged at his mind. He could feel unease on the Ghost through the Force. Something wasn’t right.


He reached out with his mind, gently, so as not to disturb anyone. Nothing was wrong, exactly, and they weren’t being attacked, safe as they were on Atollon, so it was confusing to Ezra that he was sensing such distress. He spread his senses even further, and that was when he noticed exactly where the problem was coming from. Sabine’s room.


***


Ezra made his way to the galley, careful not to wake anyone. He wanted to go and help Sabine, but he knew she would be more receptive to him if he could offer her something other than his opinion. They were still on touchy ground after Malachor and Maul, and he didn’t want to disturb her unnecessarily.


After finishing up his business in the galley, Ezra made his way to Sabine’s room, two steaming mugs in hand.


***


Sabine couldn’t sleep. She’d been tossing and turning for hours as she relived the day’s events. Damn Ezra. He’d almost ruined the mission, and almost gotten them killed, and on top of that he didn’t even seem ashamed of it. Sabine had thought that they were getting better after the whole ordeal with Malachor, Maul, and the Sith Holocron. They were hanging out more, relying on one another. She was enjoying spending time with him.


However, despite all that, he had messed up during the mission, and hadn’t even apologised. It was so frustrating, and it reminded her of bad things. Ezra was beginning to remind her of Ketsu. So many mistakes, putting their lives on the line, and no apologies.


Sabine knew he was better than that. He had proved himself to be. But lately he hadn’t been.


Sabine sighed. So much of who she was as a person was because of the mistakes she made in the past. She was determined not to repeat them again. Now Ezra was coming along and acting like one of those past mistakes. It was just so frustrating!


So deep inside her head that she was, Sabine almost missed the three quiet raps on the door.


Ezra’s knock.


Sabine groaned inwardly, debating whether to let him in or not. After all, he was the source of her frustrations. His second knock, louder this time, decided for her.


“Ezra, come in and stop making so much noise!” She whispered loudly.


The door slid open to reveal a sheepish-looking Ezra, holding two steaming mugs of…something. It didn’t smell like caf. He took a step inside and then stood there awkwardly, clearly at a loss for what to do now.


“What is it?” Sabine asked, more harshly than she intended. She sat up, dangling her legs off her bed, and looked at Ezra with a stony expression.


“I- uh, I’m- sorry, I brought you this. I, uh, couldn’t sleep and thought you might wanna chat?”


He looked nervous, and Sabine knew that if he hadn’t been holding two mugs, he would’ve been rubbing the back of his neck the way he always did when he’d done something wrong.


“What is it?” Sabine wasn’t going to let him off easily, not after the strife he’d caused her, but he HAD gone to the effort of making her a hot drink, and that did give him some points. She patted the bed next to her and Ezra wandered over. He reached up and handed her the warm mug, then sat down in a chair from her desk.


This is unusual. Normally he’d be fine to sit next to me. Sabine didn’t think too hard on it. After all, she was annoyed at him – maybe he was picking that up.


Sabine sniffed at her drink, then took a sip. Immediately, all annoyance she had felt towards Ezra disappeared.


“What is THIS?” Sabine exclaimed, taking another large draught of the beverage.


“It’s hot chocolate.” Ezra stated simply. Sabine couldn’t see his face to know that he was smiling at her reaction.


“Where did you get it?” Sabine couldn’t contain herself. It was delicious. Much better than caf, though Sabine knew she couldn’t get rid of caf from her diet if she wanted to remain awake ever.


“I picked some up on Lothal the last time we were there, and have been holding onto it ever since.”


“How come I’ve never tried it?”


“It’s considered a delicacy on many planets. It’s pretty common on Lothal, so I had it a lot growing up.” Ezra’s voice went soft at this point. “It reminds me of home.”


Sabine climbed down from her bunk and sat in the chair opposite Ezra. He was staring into his mug, and didn’t look up to acknowledge her. Sabine thought about how she’d just been so frustrated with Ezra for messing up the mission and reminding her of Ketsu. Ezra was still maturing. He’d been through so much at such a young age. Seeing the two mugs of hot chocolate he’d brought when he came to her room reminded her that while he made mistakes sometimes, he still cared. He was definitely maturing. It had been unfair to think like that. Sabine herself had messed up more than her fair share of missions, and one wrong move didn’t signify Ezra backtracking into his worst moments.


“Thank you.”


***


Ezra looked up. Sabine had just thanked him, but what for?


He must have looked confused, because Sabine continued.


“Thank you for coming in here and bringing me this hot chocolate. I was having trouble sleeping, and it’s good to have someone to talk to.”


Ezra smiled, blushing ever-so-slightly.


“Anytime.”


***


It was mid-morning by the time Hera found them there, heads resting on the table between them, now empty mugs sitting beside them.


She slowly backed out. They had obviously had a long night. They deserved their sleep, while they were safe. It wouldn’t be safe for much longer.


Chapter 2
Chapter Notes: See the end of the chapter for notes
Sabine and Ezra were quickly falling into a routine. Bad dreams were common for Sabine, and often she couldn’t sleep. Most nights, this meant she stayed up painting, but sometimes, even that was too much.


Ezra was becoming very good at noticing when Sabine wasn’t doing well. As they became closer, he recognised more of her mannerisms, and saw the changes that meant she was tired, or angry, or stressed.


But at night, when they were separated, Ezra had to resort to other means to check on Sabine. This wasn’t at all difficult for him, and he didn’t even have to do anything. Sabine’s presence in the Force was, to him, all-encompassing, and when she was upset, it stood out like a beacon calling to him.


Ezra would dip into his stash of hot chocolate and make his way to Sabine’s room, where they would sit, sometimes in silence, sometimes talking about recent missions, and sometimes just chatting, as friends do.


It was comfortable, and Sabine found herself sleeping much better the longer they continued. She didn’t think too much about how Ezra always knew she wasn’t doing well. All she knew was he cared enough to come and keep her company, even if they didn’t talk, and that this calmed her down enough for her to sleep well. More than once, she’d fallen asleep sitting on the floor next to him, and woken to find herself tucked up in bed and him nowhere to be seen.


Ezra was also feeling more peaceful. With Sabine’s sleep getting less and less restless, Ezra wasn’t being woken in the night by her presence in the Force flaring.


This was a great outcome, and it was exactly what Ezra had been trying to achieve – comforting someone that needed comforting.


And yet, for both Ezra and Sabine, they found themselves missing something as their night-time hangouts became less frequent. Yes, they were sleeping better, and yes, that meant they were performing better on missions.


But they missed hanging out with each other.


Sure, they regularly got paired together on missions, and got to spend time together with the whole crew. But those night-time chats, that had been their time. No interruptions, no distractions, just time to hang out, to be friends.


They had bonded.


***


It had been a long time since she’d last had a nightmare when Sabine woke up screaming.


Hera was there in a flash, with Kanan not far behind. Zeb pushed into the room behind them, and even Chopper showed up to see what was going on with the organics.


But none of them had beaten Ezra, who was already at Sabine’s side. He’d sense a spike in fear through the Force, coming straight from her, right before she’d screamed. He stood by her bed now as she sat, shivering, on the edge of her bunk.


Ezra passed Sabine his jacket, which he’d grabbed on the way out of his room. He turned and looked at all the others crowding Sabine’s doorway, as if he hadn’t even noticed them before. He gave them a look which said I’ve got this, go back to bed, and turned back to Sabine, gently crooning words the others couldn’t hear. Sabine didn’t look like she was registering anything that was going on, but whatever Ezra was saying was having an effect, calming her down to some degree. He’d taken her hand at some point, holding it carefully, like it was fragile, and was stroking the back with his thumb.


Kanan turned to Hera and Zeb and smirked, then nodded his head in the direction of the doorway. The rest of the Spectres turned and left, with Chopper turning at the last moment to snap a quick holo-photo.


***


The night was cold on Atollon when Ezra woke up feeling something was amiss. He reached out into the Force to see if he could detect what was wrong. He felt around the Ghost, connecting with everyone’s presence. Kanan was in his bed, and Hera was…Moving on, he could feel Zeb on the bunk below, and he was pretty sure he could hear Chopper whirring away in low power mode.


But Sabine wasn’t in her bunk. In fact, she wasn’t even on the Ghost.


---


Sabine pressed her back against the coral and held her head between her knees. Their last mission, to Concord Dawn with Rau, had nearly been a disaster. The Protectors were gone, other Mandalorians had betrayed their people, Ezra and herself had nearly died several times, and Rau had nearly left them for the Empire.


Granted, they hadn’t died, they’d beaten the Imperial Mandalorians, and Fenn Rau had agreed to join the Rebellion, but it had been a tough day. Add to that the fact that Gar Saxon had confirmed her mother’s affiliation with the Empire, and it was no wonder that Sabine hadn’t slept well.


Her mother stood over her, blaster aimed down toward at her heart, helmet obscuring her face.


“You are no Mandalorian, Sabine.” She spat Sabine’s name like it physically hurt to say. “And you no longer belong to Clan Wren.”


Sabine felt tears beginning to prick her eyes. But her mother wasn’t finished.  


“I hope you and your Rebel friends burn at the hands of the Empire.”


A blast rang out, and-


She’d woken in a sweat, torn the covers off, and rushed outside with barely enough time to grab her armour.


The coral was cool against her back, and provided welcome grounding for her. It was just a dream, she repeated in her head. Just a dream.


But what if it wasn’t?


Sabine was so wrapped up in her thoughts that she didn’t hear the footsteps approaching, or notice the person beside her until Ezra placed his hand on her shoulder.


“Sabine? Are you alright?”


Sabine turned to face Ezra. He could see the stains on her face left by the tears she’d obviously shed. Her face was stony, and Ezra was sure she was going to tell him to go away, when suddenly she crashed into him, burying herself deep into his chest.


Ezra wrapped his arms around her and held her tight. She was sobbing deeply, and he could feel new tears soaking his shirt.


“Shhh Sabine. It’s alright. You’re alright. It’s going to be okay.” Ezra repeated these affirmations over and over, whispering them into her ear, gently rubbing her back.


Eventually, after a long time, the tears dried up, and Sabine slowly pulled back from Ezra’s chest. She didn’t go very far though, and his hands moved from her back to her arms, holding her and keeping her grounded. She looked into his eyes, noticing nothing but care and concern.


“You don’t need to tell me what happened or what you saw.” Ezra’s voice was soothing, and Sabine’s worries started to melt away. “Just tell you’re going to be okay.”


Sabine leant back in and hugged Ezra again.


“I am now.”


***


Without Sabine around, the Ghost felt empty. At least, that’s how Ezra saw it. Despite all the others being around, as well as the constant missions he was being sent on, Ezra wasn’t distracted enough to not notice the emptiness he was feeling. Krownest just seemed so far away.


Adding to that emptiness was the worry that he wouldn’t see her again. What if something happens to her on a mission and I’m not there to help her? So many scenarios were running through his head that he was starting to freak himself out.


“Be mindful of your emotions, Ezra.” Kanan’s voice startled Ezra, and he banged his head against the panel above him as he lay under the console of the Phantom II.


“Kanan! I- What are you talking about?”


“Ezra, your thoughts are almost as loud as the racket you’re making under there. You’ll do yourself and the Phantom II some good if you come out from there and take a break.”


Ezra sighed and slid himself out from under the console. He took the hand that Kanan had stretched out for him and allowed himself to be pulled up. Ezra dropped heavily into the seat and sighed again as Kanan took the seat opposite.


“What’s on your mind?”


“I’m worried about Sabine. I just keep thinking, what if something happens to her and we never get to see her again?”


Kanan placed his hand on Ezra’s shoulder.


“If I recall correctly, you felt the same way when Sabine was at Skystrike. Do you remember what I told you then?”


“Yeah, ‘trust she’ll succeed.’ But that time we were close by, and if anything went wrong, we could step in. We did step in! This time, she’s just so far away. She’s out of our reach.”


“I understand the feeling. Any time Hera and I are separated, I worry. But you have to learn to trust Sabine, and know that she’ll come back when she can.”


“But you and Hera are, like-“ Ezra stopped as he felt Kanan staring at him, as much as someone can stare when they’re blind and see through the Force.


“You’ll see her again, Ezra. Just trust in the Force and trust in her.”


Much later, when Ezra was lying in bed and felt a sharpness in his mind through the Force from far away, he felt tears start to prick behind his eyes. He sent warmth and support back, but in his own mind, he was feeling anything but.


***


It was lonely.


The winds of Lothal ripped across the plains, making a haunting wailing sound as it blew through the grasses, that keened at the mind, threatening to take it with it far across the planet.


Sabine sat at the edge of her bunk. The nightmares hadn’t stopped. She didn’t know if they ever would.


She grabbed a jacket and put it on as she made her way outside. The winds were stronger than she’d thought they would be, and she immediately debated going back in, before deciding that some fresh air would do her good.


Leaning against the railing, Sabine looked out from the comms tower over towards Capital City. It hadn’t been long since the Empire had been routed from its tight hold over Lothal, but the changes in the atmosphere were drastic. Even now, in the middle of the night, Sabine could see lights flashing, and ever so faintly, hear music playing from a party somewhere. Lothal was thriving, even though there was still plenty of work to do before it became fully self-sufficient.


Sabine closed her eyes, letting the wind flow over her. So much had happened since Kanan had died. The Spectres had retaken Lothal, Hera had fought in the Battle of Scarif, and the Rebellion had destroyed the Death Star.


And Ezra was gone.


Losing Ezra had torn Sabine apart. It felt like a piece of her had been cut out, and she often found herself flailing. She hadn’t realised just how much of a rock he’d become for her. When she’d been on Krownest she’d noticed it a little, but she’d been so preoccupied with the Civil War that, even though she’d missed him greatly, she’d hardly had time for any emotions.


But now, now that he was truly gone, not just a hyperspace jump away, it was much, much more noticeable.


They hadn’t had a chance to assess where their relationship had been heading before he left (because she was refusing to consider his departure any other way), but they’d definitely been moving somewhere she would have liked to explore. But now, that wasn’t possible.


Ezra had become more than just her best friend and partner. She hadn’t noticed it happening at the time, but now that she had every chance to reflect, and not much else to do, any time she thought of him, which was a lot more than she would have liked, she recognised that Ezra was something special. Not just to their crew, not just to the galaxy, but to her. He had kept the nightmares at bay, helped her through every hardship, every rough spot, every waking night.


Sabine felt tears flowing down her face. She kept her eyes tightly shut, not letting the outside in.


Here she was, on Ezra’s planet, in Ezra’s home, wearing Ezra’s jacket.


But he wasn’t there with her. Nothing would stop the nightmares now. Not when they were about him.


Chapter End Notes: Thanks for reading this short fic! It was originally going to just be a one-shot, but I ended up wanting to explore more, so now there are a few connected drabbles set throughout seasons 3 and 4 for you to enjoy! If you liked this, please feel free to comment, and also check out @sabezraweek2022 on Tumblr, where I'm one of the mods. The prompts are out and it's very exciting, so if you want more Sabezra content, that's the place to be!
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Sabine may have teased Ezra for his Force abilities in the past, but once they got together she quickly learned that there were many benefits to having a Jedi lover.


Being able to connect to her mind and body through the Force so he could give her exactly what she needed was incredible.


She discovered that as Ezra cared for her during her pregnancy. He could sense when she was in pain and needed rest. And he could calm the baby down during the night using the Force so their little angel didn’t kick her bladder, letting her sleep through the night. 


She was even getting full nights of sleep now after their daughter, Mira Bridger-Wren had been born. Ezra could sense when she was about to wake up and put her back to sleep, using the Force to calm her so she slept through the night along with her parents. 


And thanks to her Force signature, Ezra could sense where she was. That’s how he  was able to read New Republic reports on his data pad while his daughter crawls around on her play mat without any fear of her leaving it. 


She tried of course. She was the child of two rebels after all. Being rebellious was in her blood. 


But she was also the child of a Jedi. So when her father sensed her leaving the safety of her play mat, all he had to do was wave his hand and lift her off of the ground and place her back down. Which amused Mira greatly as she always giggles when she floats through the air with the Force before being set down. 


She must have gotten bored of it though, Ezra thinks. Because he hadn’t sensed her move in awhile. That is, until he felt a weight on his boot and looked down to see his baby girl looking up at him with the curious sapphire eyes that she had inherited from him. 


He didn’t have to use the Force to deduce that she wanted his attention. 


So he lifts her into his lap and she sucks on her hand while she watches him swipe through reports. She had no idea how to read them but the light from the data pad and the movement on the screen enticed her. 


It also made her sleepy and soon enough she was passed out against her father’s chest. And like father, like daughter Ezra fell asleep too. 


When Sabine came back from her meeting she found them both fast asleep on the couch and smiled at how cute they looked. 


Mira was curled up on his chest and her blue onesie made her look like a little blue bean. 


Sabine couldn’t help but gently poke Mira’s nose, making her face and body scrunch up from the contact as Sabine stares at her husband and daughter. The two of them had a lot in common, both with the Force and their eyes. 


She was happy Mira had Ezra’s eye color. She always thought his eyes were the most beautiful color she’d ever seen. Maybe that’s why she could never find the right paint color for them. Something so beautiful could never be replicated in mere paint. 


But the thought of paint and her family gave her a stroke of inspiration for a new painting. 


Sabine quickly ran to her art studio. 


Once there, she took out every can of blue paint she had and got to work on mixing the colors on a palette. She realized that her husband and daughter’s eyes were a mix of multiple shades of blue. So maybe by mixing them together, she could find that-crash!


Sabine turns to find that her baby had somehow woken up and followed her into her art studio and turned over one of her cans of dark blue paint spilling it on top of her. 


Mira sits on the floor as a puddle of paint pools around her and drips down her chubby little body. Her bottom lip begins to tremble and it doesn’t take long for her to start crying. 


“Shh…shh…it’s alright ad’ika.” Sabine says as she goes over to pick up her daughter. “I know it must be uncomfortable to have all of that paint all over you.”


She picks her baby up in her arms and bounces her to try to quiet her. She didn’t want Mira to wake Ezra, even though he was the one that was supposed to be watching her. But they’d both been very busy lately so she couldn’t be too mad at him for dozing off. 


Mira’s sobs begin to fade out into hiccups and she looks curiously at the blue paint on her hands before looking at her mother’s face. Then Sabine gasps as she presses a chubby hand against her cheek, leaving a blue hand print there. Upon seeing her work, Mira smiles and giggles, prompting her to put more paint on her mother’s face. 


“Ad’ika that’s supposed to go on the canvas, not on me!” Sabine protests, trying to dodge her daughter’s paint covered hands to no avail. 


Mira moved on from her mother’s face to press a hand print on her mother’s breast plate. Sure it clashed with the design that Sabine had already painted on her armor but something about having her daughter’s handprint there, right over her heart made hers feel all warm and fuzzy as it swells with love for her daughter. 


“Look at you all covered in blue paint.” Sabine says and laughs. “You really are a little blue bean aren’t you?” 


“A blue bean?” Ezra asks from the doorway. 


Sabine turns to see her husband yawn and enter her art studio.


“Well look who woke up just in time to see the mess their daughter made while you were asleep.” Sabine says. 


Ezra’s eyes widen when he sees his wife and daughter covered in blue paint along with the rest of the paint from the can spilled onto the tarp on the floor. 


“Oh, so that’s why she’s a ‘blue bean’. Sorry about that Sabine.” Ezra says when he sees the mess. “Hey on the bright side, all of this paint splatter on the tarp looks pretty cool! Maybe we could hang it up-“


“Ezra, throwing a bunch of random colors together with no meaning isn’t art.” Sabine tells him. 


“Okay well, I don’t know much about art.” Ezra says with a smirk and dips his fingers in red paint. “But I do know that red and blue mixed together...” Ezra pauses to put the paint on his mouth and walks over to Sabine and cups her cheek “makes purple.” 


Sabine rolls her eyes before closing them as Ezra presses his lips against hers.


Both Ezra and Sabine moan into the kiss to deepen it while Mira looks back and forth between them with big curious eyes. 


When their lips part, Ezra rests his forehead against Sabine’s.


“That was disgusting.” Sabine grimaces. 


“Yeah that paint was pretty bitter.” Ezra agrees. “But your lips can make anything taste sweet cyar’ika.”


“Yuck. That line was almost as gross as the kiss.” Sabine complains and sticks her tongue out. 


Ezra chuckles before leaning down to pepper her neck with gentle kisses. 


“But you love them both anyway.” Ezra reminds her.


Sabine sighs, feeling her stubbornness melt away with each peck against her pulse.


“Yeah, I do.” She admits with a sigh. 


Mira’s babbling noises pull Ezra from Sabine’s neck and she rests her head on his chest as they look at their daughter clap her hands together, fascinated by the paint on them.


“We really did make something beautiful together didn’t we?” Sabine asks. 


“We did.” Ezra replies. “She looks like you but she’s got my blue hair and eyes. My ‘bine made a blue bean.” 


Sabine chuckles.


“Hey ‘bine?” Ezra asks.


“Yeah blue?” Sabine teasingly replies.


“This paint isn’t toxic to eat right?” He asks. 


Sabine furrows her brows in thought, considering the ingredients of the paint, before Mira shoves her tiny fist into her mouth to taste some of the paint on her hand. 


“.... We should probably wash it off.” Sabine decides. 


End Notes: This was just meant to be a cute little slice-of-life fic that makes you feel all warm and fuzzy inside! I hope y'all enjoyed it! Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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There were several things that were inevitably and certainly going to happen today:
The Syndulla-Jarrus-Wren-Orrelios family (they were working on the name) were going to wake up at a horribly early hour and cram themselves, their suitcases full of things they weren't going to use, Sabine's art kit, Kanan's new guitar, and Chopper, Hera's deranged labradoodle, into their minivan.


They were going to argue about who sat where.


They were going to get a late start on their drive.


They were going to arrive at the cabin in the rustic town of Lothal, up in the mountains, around noon.


They were going to unpack.


They were going to argue more.


Kanan and Hera were going to leave at about two, with multiple warnings to Sabine and Zeb about cleaning up after themselves, to go meet with someone from Fulcrum Industries, which was the whole point of the three-day trip.


Sabine and Zeb were going to watch movies, make s’mores in the fireplace, and not clean up after themselves.


Kanan and Hera were going to come back at six or slightly after and scold their foster children for the mess they made.


Then they were going to enjoy the rest of their family vacation, just the five of them.


What was not going to happen was this:


In their pre-movie channel surfing, Zeb and Sabine were not going to come across the weather channel, which said that there was about to be a record-breaking snowstorm.


They were not going to open up the curtains and look out the window and see that the snow was already an inch deep and piling up fast.


They were not going to panic when the TV and lights shut off as the power went out.


And the Syndulla-Jarrus-Wren-Orrelios family were absolutely, completely, positively not going to adopt the trash can kid.


So, maybe an empty dumpster wasn't the best place to hide from the snow, but the dumpy, abandoned apartment building where he lived was across the city, the snow was already four inches deep, and he sure wasn't gonna ask some random person, “Hey, I don't know you, will you let me inside?” Sure, they might be nice, but they might also be a SERIAL KILLER, and that wasn’t a risk he was willing to take.


At least, that had been his original thought. But now it was twenty below and he'd like to take his chances with the serial killer, thank you very much.


Except.


He was tired.


Really tired.


And everything was fuzzy.


Maybe he'd just sleep a little.


Sabine didn't bring a heavy jacket because, A: they weren't planning on going outside, like, at all, and B: because Lothal was supposed to be nice in November.


But now it was five o'clock, pitch dark, the snow was falling like Noah's Ark in January, the power was out, and they needed to get that wood fireplace going so they didn't freeze.


That was why Sabine was stomping through nine inches of snow, wrapped in three hoodies and a thrift-store quilt, with an armful of firewood from the pile out back, her dying cell phone tucked under her chin and a mini-flashlight in her mouth because she was out of limbs. That made it hard to talk, but she was managing.


“Dad. Dad, we're fine. Stay at the work meeting. Zeb and I have everything under control.”


“Are you sure? Hera and I can leave now and be back in an hour. Half an hour. Really.”


“Good luck getting up the drive,” she mumbled around the flashlight, stomping up the back porch stairs and kicking the old-fashioned solid oak door. It took forever-and-a-half for Zeb to get it open, and as soon as he did, she strolled past him to dump the firewood in the sink so the snow could melt off.


“Look, Dad, I have to hang up. My phone is gonna die. We're fine, safe and warm, lots of firewood, have a fun night bye!”


She tossed the phone onto the cheap plastic-laminate counter top and turned back to the door.


“I’ll be right back,” she said, wrapping the quilt tighter around her and slipping past Zeb back onto the porch.


“Where are you going?” he shouted. “We don't need any more wood!”


“I thought I saw some tracks by the dumpster!” she yelled over the whistling wind. “I want to check them out before the snow covers them all the way. The old guy at the general store said there might be wolf prints!”


“There are no wolves here anymore!” her foster brother replied, but she ignored him.


The wind bit straight through her jeans and bled into the quilt. The snow was nearly a foot high, and as she slogged through the drifts, wet flakes crammed into every hole and crevice of her sneakers. The inch of bare skin between the top of her socks and the bottom of her jeans burned with cold.


The distinct prints had been obscured with more snowfall, but the path they made was clear.


“Huh,” Sabine muttered, tracing the tracks with her eyes. They started at the far end of their yard and ended in front of the dumpster.


Correction: they went into the dumpster.


Her flashlight flickered and a sound like a howl echoed through the woods that bordered the yard. The hair on the back of her neck stood up, but she didn’t know if it was because of the cold or something else.


This is officially getting creepy, she thought, and stepped into the path cut through the deep snow.


Sabine grabbed the lid of the dumpster, using the quilt to protect her hand from the ice-cold metal. She heaved it upwards so the heavy, sticky snow slid off the back. Bending over, she shone the flashlight down into the green shadows and gasped.


There was a dead person in their dumpster.


A second later, the huddled body shivered violently, and Sabine's major heart attack turned into a minor heart attack.


Okay. There was an unconscious person in their dumpster. She could… She could work with this.


They slumped against the far side of the dumpster. She couldn't see much of their face; a ratty winter jacket was zipped up past their nose and a hat was pulled down over their eyebrows. They clutched a backpack, old and stained, in their arms, curled protectively around it.


“Hey!” she shouted at them. “Excuse me! Hello-o!”


No response.


She reached farther in, the cold edge of the dumpster pressing into her stomach. The freezing metal stung her bare fingers as she balanced herself with her left hand, reaching out to poke the person's shoulder.


They didn't move.


She leaned out of the dumpster, looking back towards the porch and the door, opened a crack as her brother watched her. “ZEB! A LITTLE HELP, PLEASE!”


Five minutes later, Sabine and Zeb looked down on the still unconscious, probably hypothermic kid bundled in a pile of blankets on the couch, pushed up next to the crackling fireplace.


“Should we, like… call someone?”


This was probably a dream, and Ezra didn't want to wake up.


Dim yellow flickers brushed the inside of his eyelids and warmth touched his face. The weight of several blankets draped over him. Slowly, he blinked his eyes open.


It was obvious that he was in some sort of cabin, though he had no idea how he got there.


The walls were paneled with wood to look like stacked logs, and the fireplace was made of big, round stones. The crooked, zig-zag rug on the floor matched the warm furniture and small wooden coffee table.


A long bench was pulled up right in front of the hearth, and a muscular guy in a tank top (how was he not freezing?!) sat on it, staring thoughtfully into the flames. Across from Ezra was a big, fluffy chair with another pile of vibrant, multicolored blankets on it. A tiny bit of also vibrant, also multicolored hair peeked out, so Ezra was pretty sure there was someone inside the blanket heap.


He must have made some noise, because the muscle-y dude looked over at him and raised his eyebrows in surprise.


“Hey! You're awake,” Beefy Guy said.


“Yeah, I noticed,” Ezra replied automatically.


Way to go, man. Mouth off at the guy who probably saved your life.


Beefy Guy didn't seem to hold it against him. “I'm not gonna lie, for a while we worried you weren't gonna wake back up,” he said, pivoting to sit sideways on the polished oak bench so he could look at Ezra.


The Technicolor Blanket Heap nodded a little, and more bright hair and a single amber eye appeared.


Ezra pushed the blankets back and sat up. His arms were a little shaky, but he wasn't sure if that was because of the near-death experience or because he hadn't eaten in a long time. He should probably do something about that.


Oh, well. If Beefy Guy and the Technicolor Blanket Heap were nice enough to pull him out of a dumpster—which he was pretty sure had happened, if the fuzzy memories slowly coming back to him were anything to judge by—they probably wouldn't begrudge him a bowl of cereal, or something.


“So,” he began awkwardly. “Thank you. A lot. Um. I haven't had anything to eat in, like—” he looked at the mantle clock— “nineteen hours, so could I maybe—”


“Kitchen is over there. We're renting this place, so your guess is as good as ours about where the dishes are,” said Beefy Guy immediately. “Help yourself to anything in the fridge.”


Oh, he LIKED these people.


Ezra stood unsteadily and was about to start towards the kitchen when a sudden growl made him freeze. He hadn’t noticed the dog before, but now it was slowly rising from its spot in front of the fire, hackles bristling.


“Chopper! Down, buddy! Be nice!” the Technicolor Blanket Heap scolded, pulling the blanket down and revealing the rest of her face.


Ho-lee WOW.


Instinct developed by hours of watching and re-watching his favorite Disney movie with his parents (don't think about them) kicked in. He grinned his best Flynn Rider grin at her and said, “Hey.”


And then his legs gave out and he face-planted onto the coffee table.


Beefy Guy jumped up, pulling Ezra to his feet with more enthusiasm than gentleness.


“You need to sit down, kid,” he said, then looked over his shoulder at the Technicolor Goddess. “Sabine, you go find him some food. Matter of fact, see if you can find stuff for s’mores and we'll all eat.”


The Technicolor Goddess (Sabine, apparently,) stood, blankets and all, and shuffled out of the room, while Beefy guy helped Ezra sit back down on the couch.


“You okay, kid?” he asked, bending down to look him in the eye.


He slumped down into the ridiculously cushy couch. “I can honestly say I've never been better.”


“That's, like, really sad,” said the Technicolor Goddess, pausing in the doorway to look back at him. “That's sadder than the time I found the drowning kitten.”


“You saved the kitten, right?” he blurted out.


“No, I let it drown,” she said. “Of course I saved the kitten. Do I look like a sadist?”


“You look like a pile of blankets.”


“Don't sass me, dumpsterboy.” She turned out of the room and disappeared, her voice carrying back to them. “I'm the one who saved your sorry butt.”


“Hey! My butt is not sorry. It's a perfectly fine—” He trailed off and, with a sigh, slumped farther into the couch. “I'm… just… gonna stop talking.”


“Good choice, kid,” Beefy Guy snickered, patting Ezra on the head with an enormous paw-like hand. “Looks like you’re probably stuck with us for the night. You wanna borrow some pajamas, or you good?”


Ahsoka Tano, CMO of Fulrum Industries, was having an interesting day.


Lothal was a quaint old town, up in the mountains, nearly untouched by the Empire land development company. She'd arranged to meet Mr. and Mrs. Syndulla-Jarrus in Lothal simply because she'd never been there before, and wanted to go. They had readily agreed; their children had, apparently, been begging for a vacation for months. It all worked out perfectly.


Cue the November blizzard.


She, the Syndulla-Jarruses, and four other customers had spent a long, cold night together in the back of the diner, clustered around the heater. It was a unique experience. She would treasure the memory, but she never wanted to relive it.


Still, it gave her a chance to get to know her new employees. They were a kind couple. Very worried about their children. She didn't blame them when they took off as soon as possible the next morning, stumbling through waist-high snow drifts to get to their minivan.


She got in her car, too, and found that something had gone terribly wrong overnight, because the engine didn't start.


As soon as the Syndulla-Jarrus couple realized her problem, they offered her a ride to wherever she needed to go, provided that they could stop to check on their kids first. She accepted the offer with speed and gratitude.


The car rumbled up the short driveway of the cabin. One of the children must have shoveled, because there was a path just wide enough to get the minivan up.


“Be right back,” Kanan said, moving to hop out the door, when his wife leaned over and put a hand on his arm.


“Honey,” she said, “Why don't we invite Miss Tano in for breakfast?” She looked over her shoulder, to Ahsoka in the back seat. “I'm sure you must be hungry.”


“I am,” Ahsoka admitted.


“Well then, come on in,” Hera smiled indulgently. “I'm sure the kids are still sleeping.”


The kids were not, in fact, still sleeping.


Ahsoka could see when the door opened that the lights were on, and as she slid off her shoes in the wide entryway she could hear laughing voices.


She didn't miss her hosts' slightly puzzled expressions, but she dismissed it as them being surprised their kids were up early. She well remembered her teenage years; sleepovers with Barriss where they stayed up well past midnight, and her brother had to drag them out of bed the next morning.


Ah, the good old days.


It’s just the television, Hera told herself. That’s got to be it. There was no other reason she could be hearing a strange kid’s voice in her cabin.


While Hera wouldn’t put it past Zeb to pick up another stray somewhere—wouldn’t even be mad, because that was how they found their daughter, after all—the children had been snowed in all night. They couldn’t have.


While Kanan was indulgently pushing Zeb and Sabine’s scattered boots into some sort of pile near the front door, Hera led Ahsoka down the hallway that went straight forward from the entry, expertly stepping over the barking dog that tried to entwine itself between her feet like a living tripping hazard.


At the far end of the hallway was a living room, with couches and chairs and even a mattress pulled close to the now-dark fireplace. To their right, another hallway lef off into darkness, and to their left, through a pair of saloon doors, was the kitchen. 


It was occupied with two young teenagers. 


One of them was her child. One of them was not.


All right, Hera. Reserve judgment until you know what’s going on. They’re going to have a lot of explaining to do.


Sabine, wearing pajamas tie-dyed to match her multicolored hair, sat backwards on a bar stool, resting her arm on the back and slowly gnawing on her newest sugary addiction: Twizzlers. She didn’t seem to notice her mother standing just outside the doorway.


Across from her, a boy about the same age sat on the counter next to an open package of the red licorice, a mostly-empty bowl of cereal in his lap and a spoon in his hand. He was also wearing tie-dyed pajamas. Sabine’s tie-dyed pajamas.


So. Much. Explaining.


Sabine was clearly trying not to laugh as the kid told a story, waving his spoon around for emphasis.


“Right, so he's got this ridiculous smirk on his face, thinking he's all fancy-schmancy with his brand-name white shoes, like the spoiled rich kid he is, and the whole time I'm trying so hard not to start laughing and get busted up by his little gang, because he has no idea he's—I swear I’m not joking—he’s wearing his shirt inside out. Then he's like, 'What are you smiling about, Bridger?' and the smart thing would be to make a break for it, or even just to tell the truth, but—”


“Y'have 'xactly one brain cell,” Sabine cut in, snickering around her Twizzlers.


“You know it.” The boy stuck one last bite of cereal in his mouth, then hopped down to put the bowl in the sink and continue his story, acting it out as he spoke. “So what I do is, I step closer, put a hand on his shoulder, and I say, 'Oleg.' ” He paused for effect, and Sabine took another bite of licorice. “ 'Your fly's down, bro.' ”


Sabine snorted, coughed, and spat out her licorice.


Next to Hera, Ahsoka couldn't contain her bark of laughter, either. Both kids jumped, whipping around to face the two women.


“Hello,” Ahsoka said, stepping past Hera into the kitchen, oblivious to the wide-eyed look on Sabine’s face at the unexpected guest. “I'm Ahsoka Tano, from Fulcrum Industries. You must be Sabine and Zeb. Your parents mentioned you.”


Hera looked her daughter straight in the eyes and mouthed, “Explain. Now.”


“Well…” Sabine began awkwardly, talking to Ahsoka. “I'm Sabine, but…”


“I'm actually not Zeb,” the boy said, flicking a strand of indigo hair out of his face.


“Oh, I'm sorry,” Ahsoka apologized. “I must have misremembered your name.”


“No, Zeb's my brother,” Sabine said. “He's just still asleep. Hey, Dad.”


“Who is this kid, Sabine?” Kanan asked, entering the now very crowded kitchen and crossing his arms. “And where did he come from?”


“And why is he wearing your pajamas?”


“My name is Ezra,” the boy introduced, grabbing a Twizzlers and sticking it in his mouth like a film noir detective with a cigarette, then very nearly choking on it. “Wait, these are yours?”


Sabine ignored the gaping boy and looked Hera in the eyes. “We found him in the dumpster,” she deadpanned.
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